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FOREWORD 


OUR  aim  with  this  book  is  to  promote  male-voice  singing. 
If  we  can  multiply  the  number  of  young  men  singers  in 
our  churches  we  will  feel  that  we  are  awakening  one  of  the  most 
attractive  as  well  as  effective  agencies  for  good  that  the  churches 
possess. 

We  have  included  in  the  collection  a  number  of  exceedingly 
easy  songs  suitable  to  the  needs  of  beginners.  The  purpose  of 
these  easy  songs  is  to  encourage  the  organization  of  new  male 
quartets  and  choruses.  In  a  separate  circular,  for  free  distri- 
bution, we  give  directions  for  the  use  of  these  songs  as  starters. 

As  to  the  merits  of  the  collection  as  a  whole  we  leave  it 
where  it  belongs  —  to  a  sympathetic  public. 

In  its  compilation  we  have  been  greatly  helped  by  valuable 
contributions  from  brother  composers.  We  thank  them  most  sin- 
cerely, and  ask  those  who  sing  their  songs  to  make  a  note  of  the 
authorship,  that  they  may  accord  gratitude  to  whom  it  is  due. 

The:  Editors. 


TO  BE  NOTED 


When  the  melody  of  the  song  is  not  in  the  first  tenor,  it  is  stated  under 
the  title  in  which  part  it  will  be  found.  When  the  melody  is  not  in  the 
first  tenor  it  should  be  made  a  little  more  prominent  than  the  other  parts. 

Note  also,  that  the  well-known  gospel  songs,  that  we  have  specially 
arranged  and  adapted  for  male  voices,  are  kept  in  the  same  keys  as  originally 
used  for  the  mixed  voice  arrangements.  This  preserves  their  identity  and 
easy  compass.  Where  the  piano  or  organ  is  desired  for  accompanying  these 
songs,  they  should  be  played  from  the  original  mixed  voice  score  as  found 
in  other  books, 
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Jesus  Friend  and  Only  Saviour. 


Palheb  Haetsough. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEE. 


^^ 


V— ^ 


:^: 


1.  Je-sus,  Friend  and  on-ly      Sav-iour,  Hear  us  while  we  pray;(0  hear  us,) 

2.  Je-sus,  Friend  and  on-ly     Sav-iour,  We  would  learn  of  Thee; (0  teach  us,) 

3.  Je-sus,  Friend  and  on-ly      Sav-iour,  Guide  us  all  our  days,  (0  lead  us,) 


rt=^r 


•(«-•- 


±=1: 


^=S±=^, 


i=^ 


Hum  -  bly     we     be-seech  Thy  fav    -  or,     Take  our     sins     a  -  way. 

O,         may   we     in   meek  be  -  ha  -    vior,     Thy  dis  -  ci  -  pies  be! 
And      thro*  all    the  bright  for  -  ev   -    er         We  will     sing  Thy  praise! 


9i£fc=f4 


F^ 


-i^— ^ 


Kefrain.* 
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W^±^^^^^i- 


-€-^:«- 


■I ' 

(We  praise  Thee,) 
ing,  Sav-iour  all    di-vine! 

1      I     J 


Thou,  the  source  of  ev  -  'ry  bless 


m^^^ 
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1—1 — \- 
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-1^— W^ 


May    we,  Thy  rich  grace  pos-sess  -   ing,     Be      for  -  ev  -  er  Thine. 

1.^ — „— .-I — > 


'^—v  — f— f — -f — • — • — »- 

r — t/— 17— t/— t/— tr 


is; 


:g: 


zt 


For  this  score  the  2nd.  bass  may  be  omitted,  making  a  trio  of  it,  or  both  the  1st  and 
2nd  basses  may  be  omitted,  making  a  duet  of  it. 
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The  Holy  Day. 


Palmer  Hartsough 


Stanley  Greenwood. 


»^' 


?=i-^ 


lEl 


^f-^ 


%l- 


glfe^^ 


1.  Oft      as      re  -  turns.  .  .  .  the     Ho  -  ly  Day, 

2.  The  Ivord     is     good, ....   His  mer  -  cy  shines, 

3.  Here  bless  the  Ivord, ....  here  praise  His  name. 


The  Day  of 
Thro '-out  all 
And  here   His 


^^^^-^=^i 


J^fJ 


ntn-n- 


-y-u^- 


H]^  \^  u 


sa  -  cred  rest.    Thy  house,  O   God, ....   Thy  peo-ple  throng,  With 

na  -  ture  fair.    His  churches  shall....     with  joy  re-sound,         While 

triumphs  sing,  Here,  ye   His  saints,...    your  homage  pay,  And 


n 


ite^ 


« 


-^-^- 


•7-»-#-»- 


:^ 


c^- 


^>^¥=K 


\J  i^  \J  \J 


Chorus. 


ifefJEEpN^^EJggJUpg^^g 


hearts  di  -  vine  -  ly  blest. 

we      His  works  de-clare.  How  beautiful  His  courts, How  excellent  His 
glo  -   ri  -  fy     your  King. 


Si^i^HS 


I     ^-v 5— e g— P 


f 


m=feg 


truth.  How  mer  -  ci  -  ful     and  just   His     ways  ; All     ye,  His 

I      .  11/    

-9- # •-= f f- '       — "* 


-?-— ^ 


And  swell  the  notes  of  praise. 
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Forward. 


HENRr  Alpoed. 
For 


^E^ 
^*-?- 


•ward, 


(Melody  in  Second  Tenor.) 
For     -     ward, 


t=^ 


f=tc:^ 


J.  W.  Lerman. 


ms^ 


1.  For-ward  I  be      our     watch  -  word,  Steps  and   voic  -  es      joined; 

2.  For-ward  I  when   in     child  -  hood,     Buds   the      in  -  fant     mind, 

3.  For-ward!  men     of      Je       -      siis,      Salt      of      all      the     earth, 


-#^ — t 


:p=ptp 


For 


ward. 


For 


ward. 


r — t 


Melody  in  First  Tenor. 


m^f^^mmm^^^msm^^ 


-^ 


Seek  the  things  before  us,     Not    a     look  be-hind.         Burns  the  fi-ery 

All  thro'  youth  and  manhood, Not     a   tho't  be-hind.    Speed  thro'  realms  of 

Till  each  yearning  purpose,  Spring  to  glorious  birth.     Sick,  they  ask  for 


§ifefcg 


I — \—4—\. 


19- 


*=|i=k=:|:=S 


;t;^=t?^: 


^S 


m 


A L 


t=± 


m^ 


^ 


pil  -  lar,  At  6ur  army's  head;  Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking, By  our 
na-ture, Climb  the  steps  of  grace,  Faint  not,  till  in  glo-ry  Gleams  our 
healing, Blind,  they  grope  for  day,    Pour  up  -  on   the  nations  Wisdom's 


^ 


t=fl*==|2il; 


35 


U: 


t=^- 


:fe^E 


te^ 


For     -     ward,  For  -    ward, 

i=<-l— .-I -J— S-ri^ ^- 


^£1 


-•— S- 


f^ 


:i=i-: 


J=?: 


t 
Cap -tain     led?      Forward  thro' the     des     -    ert,  Thro' the  toil  and 
Fa  -  ther's  face.     Forward     all  the     life  -    time,  Climb  from  height  to 
lov  -  ing      ray.      Forward    out  of      er     -     ror,  L/eave   be-hind  the 

■     I 


§a 


i=i: 


-^r 


t--- 


r 

For 


ward,        For    -    ward, 


t— r— r 


m 
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3=t:: 
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fight,     Jor  -  dan  flows     be  -  fore     us,  Zi  -   on  beams  with  light. 

height,  Till  the    head     be     hoar  -  y,  Till   the       eve     be   light. 

night,    For-ward   thro'  the    dark-ness,  For-ward     in  -  to    light. 

I  I  I- 


S^fe 


jtizi 


"9-^ 


^^-X 


-r^"-^ 


f-- 


r- 
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Lift  a  Song  of  Cheer. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


J.  H,  FiT.LMOKE. 


tttf — ; i^ 1^- 

1 1— 

IS '^^^ 

-^     -t     -\ — Il^  «  -1 

■^^^-^ 

:3 

=i—i- 

M  — 4 4 fr—fi— 

__5 S S ^-^—^— 

1.  I/ift      a     song        of     cheer, 

2.  Ivift      a     song        of    cheer, 

3.  Ivift      a     song        of     cheer, 

4.  I/ift      a     song        of     cheer, 

N         N        1            1            1 

as      we  march     a   -  long,  Praise  the 
for     He  brings  the    light,  Praise  the 
till       it     rings     a    -     far.    Praise  the 
for     the    fight  we'll     win.  Praise  the 

^         N         1            1            1             .S       ^ 

9-u^-^^- 

-^ 

— r — r- 

_;.^ — ,^_ 

-f — r — r — r"~5— 

^^y ^ 

— 1- 

— t- — h— 

-1^ — ^- 

-4- U 'f— b — ^— 

I^ ^  1 

J 

1       I       1 

.«! 

\    ^               ^      ]^     0 

"^    •                               ^       t 

■^-# ^--/«   ^      ^'     * 

^         ^'    ft     ^         J\-  J^ 

i    i    i 

■n-Vi 

|.!1__, ^ ^_, ^_ ^_ 

-1 n     ^^  h      s:  • 

lyord, bless  His  name;                          In  the  strength  of  Christ 

Let  our  hearts  re  -  joice 

Till   in  darkened   souls 

I/ord, Praise  the  Lord,  bless  His  name, bless  His  name;  And  thro'  pearly    gates 

0          m.     m     m-^   -i-'       m hNI            1            1 

cs 

to                   1       *  ;       r  •       * 

5 p: — r-5 •^-•^- 

m          m          m 

1          r         r 

->'  [,  r      ^-  IP   t^'     t^      ^ 

-1 k  ^k— 1 ^^ — ^— 

-J i-        V 

-' U     C!               ' 

' ^     <>           ^     ^ 

ii 


-H^ 


t 


::=F?- 


t 


:^=& 


(!9- 


we      are  glad  and  strong;  Praise  the  Lord,  bless  His  name, 

in      His   sav  -  ing  might, 
shines  the  morn-ing  star, 
we     shall  en  -  ter       in,  Praise  the  Lord, praise  the  Lord,  bless  His  name. 


^^=j^=^=h=t=^=^A. 


J^ 


-*-^ 


^ 


CHORue 

. 

.  • 

■fc— ^5 

-ir-5^-2— 2 — s-Tf s— - — 

-w-r-f-f-^-f-r .r 

+f 

_7_f   5  r — ^  ^    ^  ^ 

=^-F^|t-p— ^ : 

Lift    a 

Lift    a  song 
song of  gladsom 

^    1;    ^b    1 
of  gladsome  cheer, 
e  cheer,                         Lift    a 

J- ^^_N-*. 

^V-s — 

•r    p  •     p    ^            ^    * 

-s^-y— ^ =^j^ f~~F~~ 

V      S 

~i         b^i       •rr      •?•? 

V      1^    t>  ■    1^-   1                 ^     - 

i^        tP    1^      7     7      7    7 

^      y 

Bit. 


W-H *-^* — •---» — #-^* — rm 1 7-m 

ti-ff'^ — ^b'^^^g   \j     ^—u — g— FF— 1        I      h — ^- 


:N==k=N: 


Lift  a  song,  the  Lord  is  near,  is  near;  Since  He  leads  the  way  we  will 
song,    ....    the  Lord  is  near. 


:¥.-j;=.y 


^g^^E^ 


:J=i 


-«—-«■ 


r'r^ 


t=t 
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Lift  a  Song  of  Cheer, 


m 


^ 


-N— ^- 


J-.. 


-if) 6^-H 1^— 5h 

nev  -  er     fear,  Praise  the    Ivord,  bless  His  name. 

Praise  the  L/ord,  bless  His  name. 


^ 


f 0-^-0=^ 1^— ^-f- !?— ^=t^-v 


ifer: 


^: 


Saviour  Divine. 


Palmer  H  artsough. 
Con  espressione. 


Geo.  B.  Nevin. 


1.  Sav  -  iour  di-vine       to     Thee  our  pray'r  as-cend-ing,  Grant,  we  be- 

2.  O       let   Thy  bless -ing      fall     on  ev  - 'ry      na-tion,  Where  darkness 

3.  May   all  Thy  chil  -  dren   rise  with  strong  endeavor,    To  earth's  wide 


i 


■i& 


iicte 


r-r-rr—f 


r=F±f=F 


seech  Thee,  Hear,  O  hear  us    now,  O        Ho  -  ly  One,      in    mer-cy 

reigns,     O  break  the  dreadful  night;  Bless     all  the  world,  O  Lord,  with 

bounds  Thy  gos-pel    to  pro-claim.  That  souls  redeemed  thro'  all  the 

-1- 


^^ 


r 


w--^=ii 


F=F=F 


f=:;t!«=f=: 


F^F=F^ 


te£± 


F=F=T 


15'- 


o'er     us   bend  -  ing,     Thy  name  we  praise  as   humbly  here     we   bow. 
Thy     sal  -  va  -  tion.     On       ev  -  'ry  land  shine  forth  the  truth, the  light, 
bright  for  -  ev  -   er,      May  sound  the  prais-es    of   Thy  glorious  name. 


Vib 


lP±^|^^pEEp^ 


pi 


1^ 


f 


i: 
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Bright  Breaks  the  Morning. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


J.  H.  FiLLMORB 

^ N \ 


s=i^a 


r=iT=i^=t 


t 


^ 


i  I 


I     1/ 

1.  Bright  breaks  the  morning,  All  things  adorning,  Dull  slum-ber  scorn-ing, 

2.  Bright  breaks  the  morning, O     glorious  morning,  Na-tions  are  turn-ing 

3.  Bright  breaks  the  morning,  Long  promised  morning,  His  hand  dis-cern  -  ing, 


^m^s^m^^ 


zirni 


=^ 


Comrades  away!  (where  the)  Cohorts  are  gleaming.  Banners  are  streaming, 
Un  -  to  the  Ivord,(sin-ful)  Man  is  a-wak  -  ing,  B  -  vil  for-sak  -  ing. 
Now     in  the  sky,  (holds  a)  Crown  waiting  o'er  thee, Tell  then,  the  story, 


r- 


^± 


• — -f 1 !  .       0 — I- 


-#-7— # 0- 


SEE 


P 


^ 


izzt 


Chorus. 


ia^ 


i^^H^p^ 


Vic  -  fry      is     beaming     o'er     the      day. 

Fet  -  ters    are  break-ing    At     His    word.     Comrades,  the  Cap  -  tain's 

Our    King    of     glo  -  ry     Tri-umphs   high. 


i=:=ft 


^ 


* 


^^ 


e^ 


i 


t 

the    con    -   flict  now     we 


call      we      know, 


5fef 


On 


go. 


f 


^ 


I^Efi 


fc«- 


- — I — • — \ — 1- 


iEi^E^2^&S^#feiis 


9a 


t 

Fol  -  low  His  lead-ing,  Dan  -  ger    un-heed-ing,  Joy  -  ful  -  ly  speeding, 


# •-; — m — = e — I — m m-: — «— = K — i — m 1 1 ^ 0 — ^ 


Copyright,  1913.  by  The  Fillmore  Bros.  Co.     International  copyright. 

(8) 


Bright  Breaks  the  Morning. 


mk^m 


f 


^^s 


r^^=f=f=^- 


On  we 


go- 


His 


ban-ner  o'er     us,  Bright  crowns  before    us, 


?^f= 


■^ 


^E 


'  ''^  I        I'       ^    I         I 


^       ^    1        I 
Swell  we  the  chor-us,  With  loud  acclaim!  (as  we)  March  on  to  vic-t'ry, 

\ ^K      h  J   ^ ^ : I ^^ N_ 


P 


-*-5- 


^Sff^^^^^. 


-«>- 


!=^==^ 


:^±t 


Fight  we  for  vie  -  t'ry,  Win  we  the  vie  -  t'ry    In      His      name! 


■-i-- 


■^ 


J?^ 


^=^ 


^ 


I 


^i 


:?=± 


'^ 


"sr 


Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


7 

John  Fawcett. 

Melody  in  2d  Tenor.     May  be  sung  in  F. 


m 


=^-r-4- 


H.  G.  Naegeli. 
Arr.  by  Henby  Fillmore. 
11-11  I 


i 


fcf 


n 


SeE^3 


>cifc=i: 


•|-^ 


■^ 


« 


1.  Blest  be      the     tie     that  binds    Our  hearts  in  Christian  love;  The 

2.  Be  -  fore     our     Father's  throne  We     pour  our  ardent  prayers;  Our 

3.  We    share  our       mutual  woes,     Our     mu-tual  bur-dens  bear;  And 

4.  Here  we    must    oft -en  part.       In      sor-row  and      in  pain;  But 


3^ 


^ 


£^ 


*:i 


■<S_ 


msi^4^^^r4;£Ms^ 


iSi 


fel  -  low  -  ship     of     kin  -  dred  minds  Is     like      to      that     a  - 
fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are     one,     Our  com-forts     and  our 
oft  -  en      for     each  oth   -  er     flows    The  sym  -  pa  -  thiz-ing 
we     shall  still      be   joined  in      heart  And  hope    to    meet    a  - 


^eS 


-J5<- 


t 


t=r^^^CA 


bove. 
cares; 
tear. 

gain. 


g 


3^ 


m 
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Day  of  Joy, 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


J.  H.  FILLMOEE. 


1.  There  will  come  a       day     of    joy  and  glad-ness,  And  its    glo-rious 

2.  Thrones  and  kingdoms  then  will  fall  for-ev  -  er,  Groans  and  sighs  of 

3.  Deeds  of  kind-ness  will     we     do    to     oth  -  ers,  Words  of  cheer  and 


r—f 


i^g^^^^g 


dawning  will     be  soon;  When  will    pass      a    -   way     all     sin     and 
war  be  hushed  and  still;  Peace   be      on  -  ward    flow  -  ing  like     a 
com-fort  will    we  speak;   We     will     be        a  loy  -  al    band  of 


^^ 


^ 


J 


I     I     I 


f    u 


—rri—f-^  t  t  % 


toas^ 


t 


m 


sad  -  ness,  And  the  Fa  -  ther's  ho  -  ly  will  be  done, 
riv  -  er,  When  we  all  shall  do  the  Fa  -  ther's  will, 
broth  -  ers         And  the      king  -  dom      of     the      I^ord  we'll  seek . 


:i= 


9s^ 


^^ 


Chorus.   Second  Bass  prominent. 


m 


fc^=^ 


p? 


t 


i—f—f^ 


t 


m^: 


I/et  Thy  name,0  lyord,  ex  -  alt  -  ed     be,     On  earth,  from  shore  to 

0 # 0 #= r0 0 0 0- 


t 


f— ?=-f 


^ 


shore.  And  in  heav'n  dominion,  glo-ry  pow'r,  Be  Thine  for  ev-  er- 


m^ 


s^i^ 
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Day  of  Joy, 


^^^m^^^m^^^^^^^ 


more.  O'er  all   Thy    ho  -  ly     will     be    done,     O,  Thou  blessed 

0 J— 


?ii2=C 


f-f- 


F-r-^'  '  ^" 


rt 


fcSfES 


fct=g 


:^pp^ 


^=f 


i± 


Three  in     One,    Fa-ther,  Sou  and  Ho-ly  Ghost,  Thy  will  be      done. 


Morning  Prayer. 


The  editors  regard  tliis  as  a  very  beautiful  tune.    They  hope  it  will  be  studied 

faithfully  and  used  frequently. 

(Melody  in  Second  Tenor.) 

Palmek  Haetsough.  Rheinbekgee.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 


te 


±: 


^m. 


1.  For  the     morning  bright  with  beauty,  Thanks  we  give,    O  L/ord,  to 

2.  Forth  to     la  -  bor     in     Thy  har-vest,  With  Thy  chil-dren  now  we 

3.  May  we     bring  our  sheaves  re-joic-ing,  When  the  day      of  toil     is 


H 


-t 


|J- 


^ 


s-i- 


-7-p^ 


(2- 


J^^ 


^l 


"     t'     b     I 

Thee;  May  we  all  day  faith-ful  be,  In  Thy  serv  -  ice  glad  and 
go,  What  will  please  Thee  kindly  show.  All  Thy  will  O  may  we 
done;     At   Thy  feet     to     lay  them  down.  From  Thy  hand  re-ceive  a 


m 


-^-b- 


m 


t=t 


p-^ 


?=^jtf 


*==|c 


^f=fl?=^ 


^ 


I 


u 


^- 


i 


a 


free,  Do  -  ing  all,  O  Ivord,  for  Thee,  All 
know,  Hap  -  py  then  our  work  we'll  do,  All 
crown.  From  Thy  hand  a  star  -  ry    crown.  From  Thy  hand  a 


^ 


i= 


O    Ivord,  for    Thee, 
our  work  we'll     do. 

crown . 

N 


m^ 


:?EE 


3: 


m 


ie=i-- 


»=|K 
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Palmeb  Habtsough. 

til       Con  Pf^pressione. 


Arise  My  Soul, 


J,  L.  Hatton.    Arr.  by  Geo.  B.  Nevin. 


m 


fc3 


fEi=i 


"fm 


t=[: 


-I 1 


1.  Arise,  my  soul,  awake, my  tongue, The  praises  of     my  God  to  sing; 

2.  Arise,  my  soul,  to  do  His  will,  Who  bids  thee  ever  watch  and  pray; 

3.  Arise, my  soul, with  such  alvord,  How  honored  art  Thou  thus  to  serve; 


mmu^mum^m^^^^^ 


M- 


©£t^8?3=?EEf 


V— h- 


His  name  o'er  all  the  earth  be  sung  While  heav'n  adores  her  wondrous  King. 
A  sol-dier  brave,  thy  place  to  fill,  And  in  the  ranks  to  march  a  -  way. 
For  such  a  place  and  such  reward  Strain  ev'ry  pow'r,  stretch  ev'ry  nerve. 


-W 


:tz= 


-^—^ 


A-J- 


-4-t- 


n  <, 


mmm^^ 


^A 


^__. 


In     maj-es-ty    He  rules  supreme.  Yet  mercy  great  He  shows  to  all, 

How  small  the  service  He  demands,  The  work  how  great  that's  to  be  done, 

O  soul,  behold   in  grand  ar-ray,  His  conqu 'ring  armies  march  along, 

I     I     h  I     I 


plfpS- 


iiSEiE 


^ 


rr^ 


m 


lA 


Rit. 


wm 


?±3EE 


V— h 


f=^ 


;g.=r 


»-j — 


?E?= 


v—v 


The  world  He  lights  with  dazzling  beam.  Yet  kindly  marks  the  sparrow's  fall. 

How  kind, how  gentle  His  commands.  How  vast  the  triumph  to     be   won. 

O,  with  them  bravely  fight  to-day.  And  join  at  last  the    glo  -  ry  song. 
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^JVe  Will  Be  True. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


Henry  Fillmore. 


1                   m 

m.                                                                           k. 

r     p     «     ^       J 

* 

5  tjb   *^      d      4      «        * 

4  •       k 

•r    -«      M      S      «        d^ 

(-•■  ^ 

*   t'o    1       #       *     ttJ         J 

r  .     r 

J  -  »      »      »      »         0 

k  * 

•  7  - 

h 

~J            L>            'l>                                   \j 

r 

" 

1,  We  will   be  true      to     Je    -   sus, 

Faithful  and  brave  and  true, 

2.  Sin  shall  no  more  de  -  light     us, 

Je  -  sus  will   we         o  -  bey, 

3.  Waken!     0  wake  from  sleep-ing, 

Bright  is    the   har  -  vest  day, 

4.   0  with  what  wondrous  bless-ing 

Will  He  His  word   ful  -  fill. 

N       |S       |N       1           ^       1 

1. — .1 

«  *       S 

P              P              P              ^                  P 

A         m 

f          1* 

•r 

*\  •      f   •f     1 

'^ft'.^       ^-     ^       |~         [> 

7 

b        b        b        U          b 

|7    1 

"-'t^ — y — y — i '\j—^^  .    s ' 

p=i=i=i^ 


^ 


SE^ 


l£^ 


^^=Ft^ 


do. 


All  that  His  will     de  -  crees     us  We   will    so  glad  -  ly 

Dan-ger  shall  not     af  -  fright     us  If     He  but    lead   the      way. 

Sheaves  for  the  Master  reap  -   ing,  Now  to  the    fields    a  -   way. 

If    we    His  grace  pos  -  sess  -  ing,  Faith-ful-ly     do       His     will. 

j^ 


^^^5=3 


^=iEi^. 


i±=.& 


33!= 


Kefrain. 

• 

1    >    1                     m 

■■ 

_           ^ 

■■ 

•   ^  h     P         1 

m 

m      w. 

^ 

r 

« 

^     "f 

«                                   *r 

1      [^    r,       L/       1 .       !       ' 

^ 

r   7 

^            1 

« 

— r-^- 

u       ^ 

1^ 

f 

_V 

U' 

r,         V 

Seek-ing 

to 

m 

save,     Read 

m                 ^ 

-y 

to 

do,         We  will 

be 

1 
brave, 

C\»         1              i 

^ 

p 

f 

2 

I*        « 

« 

'« 

^•i    p      k 

b 

b      Af 

p 

P 

f 

f     "r 

vT       i         i         1     •* 

-^^  ^»  M     M     i  ■     '■     ' 

[; 

b 

J 

■r  ■■7- 

itk        k 

^ 

b       /    ~ 

9    D        \J 

^ 

1 

ag — ^ 

— y- 

-t—3 

m 


w 


^EfE^i^ 


££ 


:N^fc5: 


-^— ^- 


-b-i^: 


-y— 1/— y- 


We  will  be  true;   True      to 


Je  -    sus,     Faithful  and  brave  and  true. 


dd: 


^ — 0—0— 0— 0—^1-0-^— ^P^ — f:f!zzzz^i=T^p— rizrzip=pizrip=iizqq 

^ yi—^ ^—  F L  h— P I-i W| IZy u, y 1 . L     .  ,         33 


-i^-TT^ 
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Keep  Me  Near  to  Thee. 


A.  A.  Miller. 


L.  D.  ElCHHORN. 


1.  Rock     of    L/ife,  my  Hope  and  Stay,  Keep  me  near  to  Thee; 

2.  Thou    art     just  the  friend  I     need,  Keep  me  near  to  Thee; 

3.  May       I      have    a  pur  -  er  heart.  Keep  me  near  to  Thee; 

4.  All       Thy  prom-i   -  ses      are   sure,  Keep  me  near  to  Thee; 


m^ 


n 


■j^j^ 


3? 


1-^ 


W^& 


g3=H^Q 


Ivead   me    safe  -  ly      in       the  way ;  Keep  me  near  to 

Such     a       lov  -  ing  friend  in-deed;  Keep  me  near  to 

May      I       not  from   Thee  de  -part.  Keep  me  near  to 

Thy    foun-da  -  tion     is        se  -cure,  Keep  me  near  to 


a^ 


-f-^- 


^^ 


^m 


■^=^'- 


iE^- 


Thee. 
Thee. 
Thee. 
Thee. 


:^ 


^^^^ 


fc==P= 


:^: 


i 


Chorus. 


n 


15 


n3^ 


3^ 


-I — I 1 — F— #- 


# ft fL. 

•I 1 h- 


to     Thee,  to    Thee, 

Keep  me  near,        near  to  Thee,       Al-ways  near,  near  to  Thee; 


«^: 


:r=^ 


f— ^ 


^ 


:tr=ti=t: 


>—w—^ 


I       I       I 


y 


^m 


^h^ 


i 


Keep  me  near, 
^rs  I 


JEf=S: 


^ 


Help  me  Ivord,  to  watch  and  pray;  Keep  me  near , 


to    Thee 


m^m 


-I ^ 
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Valiant  Men  and  True. 


Palmeb  Hartsough. 


m 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


^.^^i-Ukk 


Val-iant  men  and  true,  There's  a  call  for  you  From  the 
Val-iant  men  and  strong,  With  the  shout  and  song,  To  the 
Val-iant  men     and    brave,  There's  a     land      to       save,     And     a 


^^ 


EE^ 


i^^ 


■^Sr 


■^- 


3E^^ 


■=^ 


^=^ 


1 — r 


front,  where  the  battle     is      rag  ■ 
front,  where  the  heroes  are     fall 
fu  -  ture    of  glo  -  ry     be  -  fore 

■    I     ,^    &  I     '^    ' 


^xr^r 


ing;  There  the  foes  of  right,  In  their 
ing ; '  Tis  the  L/ord* s  command ,  Go  and 
us;  And  our   might-y     I^ord,  Gives  the 

K         I  I  I  S         ^ 


?^ 


--t^'^- 


x=x 


Chorus. 


i^ 


\ — 1- 


illjls 


:^ 


S3: 


Wi- 


^ig-j— j-^ 


0-0-^0- 


V   z>-v—^tv- 


■^- 


furious  might.  With  the  hosts  of  the  L/ord  are  en-gag  -  ing.     Val 

take  your  stand, Tho'  the  danger  and  death  are  ap-pall-ing. 

conq'ring  word,And  His  banner  of  vic-t'ry    is     o'er  us.  Valiant  men  and  true ^ 


^ 


^^^^^ 


.-..M^m 


^      ¥  •— »-!^— 


-y— ^ 


~v— h- 


ih~#- 


k^ 


^ 


^-^-^^^ 


^^^ 


# 


fg  ?•;_/-« 


V — l/-V^ 


iant  men  and  true,  God 

Valiant  men  and  true,  God  is  wanting  you 


-fc^ 


is  wanting  you, 

God  is  wanting  you, 


tep±P 


p^p  p'P  ^ 


:)£* 


tt=^ 


P-P-^P- 


^o«Ei:t 


^- 


V    ^  ^    »  •■ 


U    ^l^    ^1 


iEfe^ 


^^^^ 


To 


the  fight  He's  lead  -  ing    on.  And  He  calls  for   soldiers  true. 

#-v-^.i— #— tt«— tJ-^kI^J— f P—0-rl 1         >    J 


9^Mfe 


: — g— g- 


^ 


-y- 


:S=!!?= 


^^Et^ 
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14 

J.  W.  L. 


Rejoice!  Rejoice! 


J.  W.  Leeman. 


s 


1.  Je     -     sus    came  from  Heav'n  a  -  bove,  Praise     His 

2.  When    to    man's     es  -  tate     He    grew,  Praise     His 

3.  Cru    -    ci  -  fied        at       last     was     He,    Praise     His 


» 


1 


-4^ 


W^& 


4^ 

^_^ 

ff 

^.  • 

^  • 

«    *    «             J 

? 

..  V  .           u- 

2  •  »    "r  i 

»    • 

Tlw    * 

f      f    "   1 

■  ■" —           1 

Sought     to     win       us 
Grief      and   sor  -  row 
Suf  -  fered  death     for 

.  ^     -'J      J' 

1  ■ 

by      His  love;      Praise 
oft      He  knew;     Praise 
you     and  me,       Praise 

1-^   ^ 

1 

His 
His 
His 

name! 
name! 
name! 

1^  1 

rfc"ft                       •         ^ 

J  ^  •     1 

*  *  4        1 

!•# 

J  • 

■"2  . 

s 

"^  1 

_y    TT 

i   "  n 

1 ^ 1 

4-       -\ 

-i  .  J      J 

1=.-=^: 


S^-; 


As      a    babe     He    came  to  earth;  An-^els    car-oled 

Ev  -  er  sought  to     heal  and  bless;  All  who  came  in 

Once  His  pre-cious  life     He  gave.  Now,  a     Vic  -  tor 


at  His  birth, 
their  dis-tress, 
o'er  the  grave, 


pl^i 


i^J=g=fi=pt 


3(=n|: 


^: 


i 


-0 — ^»- 


m 


Wise  men  re  -  cog-nized  His  worth,  Praise  His  ho  -  ly  name. 
Preaching  truth  and  right-eous-ness.  Praise  His  ho  -  ly  name. 
Sin  -  ners  He      de-lights   to      save,  Praise    His      ho    -   ly     name. 


4^4: 


t=4: 


% 


V— L 


Refrain. 


-^— 


P=^ 


^^ 


^-y-t 


S 


1^?: 


^^b^i 


Re  -  joicel    .         re  -  joicel.  .         He  came  to      set      us       free, ... 
Rejoice  I  re-joice!  set  us  free, 


7 ^-i-r 


^■ 


ite 


m 
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T- 

Re 


Rejoice!  Rejoice! 


Bit. 


^^1 


joice  1 .  .        re 
Re-joice ! 


Pi= 


joice! .  .       Our  Sav  -  iour  He  would  be 

re-joice  I  would  be. 

I 


:fc?- 


3=1 


-t^ 


^ 


15 


Are  You  Building  On  the  Rock 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


1 


i^^PfeS^N^iS 


-*--p: 


1.  Are   you  building      on     the  Rock,  High  a-bove   the     sand  -  y     beach, 

2.  Years,  like  tides, will  come  and  go,  Tell  me  are  you      ver  -  y      sure, 

3.  I/ay  with  patience,  faith  and  pray'r  Your  foundations    deep  and   wide, 


w 


I     I     I 


|:pt=ptz=^=z=^ 


i 


*^: 


■^= 


^t=E 


t=t=t=t 


d: 


-■^^^- 


5 


:|i:z:rt 


where  no  sud  -  den  wave  can  shock,  Where  no  beating  tide     can  reach? 
That  they  will  not     o    -  ver-throw,  Much  that  seemed  at  first  se-cure? 
Build  there-on   with  watchful  care,    Far  a  -  bove  the    an  -  gry    tide. 


m 


r.l^Sr^S- 


F=f 


I 


n    Chorus 


Are  you   hear-ing      and     o  -  bey-ing?     Areyou  work-ing,  watch-ing, 


m 


0^-^ 


:i 


J 


v=x 


-f9- 


m—^ 


-» — •' 


ti=P=t:t 


an^n 


;^E 


^ 


:t=^d 


-y y- 


Rit. 


^^m- 


3^ 


E^^ 


^p 


prajdng?  Tell  me. does  your  dwelling  stand  On  the  rock  or  on  the  sand? 

^         .       K       \  I  I  I 


P^^ggg^ 


&±=f^^ 


=|e2* 
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Make  Some  Other  Heart  Rejoice. 


CM.  F. 


^^^^. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


:3: 


^=^ 


Chas.  M.  Fillmobe. 


-^r 


^^ 


1 .  Would  you  know  earth 's  highest  happiness ,  Would  you  know  its  greatest 

2.  Pleasant  smiles  will  cheer  a  drooping  heart,  Kindly  words  relieve   a 

3.  Man-y  hearts  are  crushed  wdth  bitter  woe,  Many  hearts  with  grief  are 

4  I-      I     I  — p- 


g^Si^^ 


is 


t^^ 


i±33± 


J 


f 


t^ 


^ 


j:— r— r 


^-V £1— (- 

blessedness,  Would  you  know  its  truest  joy-ful-ness,  Make  some  other 

bitter  smart, Helping  hands  to  weakness  strength  impart, Make  some  other 

bending  low,  Many  hearts  need  help  you  can  bestow.  Make  some  other 

■\       ^^     /.        .^      J  J ^  ..        . 


^^^" 


1i^=]i=f±l(L= 


l2=p:=ft 


igiife: 


-V-^ 


I       I 


1 


d^ 


i^ 


Chorus. 

-J — -I 


~-^ 


■d=^=;k=M 


i^. 


I    ij  r   u  r 
u    u!    i^   P 


'•  1^  u  1^ 


heart      re  -  joice.  Give  a  pleasant  smile,      Speak  a  kindly  word, 

Give     a     pleasant  smile,  Speak  a       kind-ly  word, 
-# — 0- 


^m=^ 


-J — \—i 


=^"=rF^ 


:r=t: 


» 


mJ— J— >^ 


N     ,S 


^=j=^^M. 


j^'  0     ^  ■  #- 


-#-r-#- 


■V— V— W^— W<- 


^     p     U'     p     I  I 

I^end  a  hand  to  help      a  broth 

L/end      a       hand  to  help  a  broth 


er,      Give  a  pleasant  smile, 

er,        Give      a      pleasant  smile. 


^ 


Jort 


^ 


-H^lt-^ 


M 


l^ETt 


J^ 


S      .N 


i^^ 


i>  p  i>  g- 


r^ 


■^52- 


Lend  a  hand  to  help      an 


Speak  a  kindly  word 

Speak     a         kind-ly  word,  Lend     a 


Pfe^ 


oth     -    er. 
hand  to  help  an-oth     -    er. 


1i:i=te=ti:^^ 


5^ 


->— ^ 
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17  Tm  Not  Ashamed  of  Him. 

Melody  in  Second  Bass. 
Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jk.  Arr.  from  Gattt  by  J.  B.  Hkkbeet. 


1.  Un  -  til  my  sun  sinks  in  the  west,  Un-til  mine  eyes  grow  dim, 

1.  Un-til  my       sun  sinks    in  the     west,  Un  -  til   mine  eyes  grow  dim, 

2.  Since  Jesus     hath,  with  love  di  -  vine.  My     cup  filled     to     the  brim, 

3.  As    He  was      not   a- shamed  to        die,  For     me     on     Calvary's  tree, 

4.  And  when  up  -  on    the  judgment   day,  Be  -  fore  Him      I     shall  be, 


li:^ 


N    ^   I 


^^- 


i=^=^^=i- 


^^f=f=F 


m 


tr 


i 


1^. 


l^fEM^: 


e 


#— ^- 


?=c 


*XE^-^: 


■!■      \J    ^    t 


-]/-^—\/- 


My    Je-sus  sha  11    be    first    and  best, 
My    Je  -  sus    shall  be    first  and  best,    I'm  not 
The  world  shall  see  His    life  in  mine,  I'm  not 
May  I      ne'er  cause  my  I/ord  on  high.  To    be 
I      hope  to     hear  my  Sav-iour  say, "I'm  not 


I'm  not  ashamed  of    Him. 
ashamed  of    Him. 
ashamed  of    Him.   * 
ashamed  of      me. 
ashamed  of    Thee." 


-^J- 


*^ 


^    N    N    I 


-#— 1^— #- 


^ 


t=^^=^=^ 


r 


Chorus. 


Cres. 


i-i 


h h ^ ^h h ' ■ 1 *-! \ ■- 


Ashamed  of  Him?  No!  bless  His  name  I  His  love  drives  out  all 


^- 


A—A—p^ 


I       I 


4=4 


shame  I 


^^EtJ  J  '    _J_[3^ 


3Eg: 


-^-^ 


Bit    ^^ 


^^m 


PFFF^ 


:fc±zzt 


i 


m 


It  was  to  save  my  soul  He  came; 


Not  a  -  shamed  of  Him. 


I     am  not   a- shamed 


J^J^Jr 


of  Him. 


^m 


1 ^y-i-P- 


3|:^i^ 


He=^ 


ifczt 


:^C3t 


±=t 


^- 
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We  are  a  Band  of  Brothers. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


S.  B.  Stambaugh. 


\=t 


■&r 


P 


1.  We  are    a   band  of   broth-ets, 

2.  We  are    a   band  of   broth-ers, 

3.  We  are    a   band  of   broth-ers, 


-y— t-- 


-I— ^ 


In  service  of  our  Ivord,  His 
U  -  ni  -  ted  do  we  stand,  In 
We    give     a    joy-ous    call,     To 


p|te^?=^^i 


*=N=N^=|i=^ 


4=4: 


A—n 


tf 


^   LJ 


t=t:=t=:t:=tf 


S^^E 


1- 

work  we're  gladly  do  -   ing,  Ac-cord-ing  to     His  word;  Kach  in     his 

ev  -  'ry  land  and  na  -  tion,  An  ar-my  great  and  grand;  Good-will  our 

all  who  will  to    join      us,  Come,  welcome  one  and  all;  Thro'  Christ  our 


3# 


-fs-4- 


ft^tf^ — r— ^ 


1^^=^^ 


=1-^-1 b^-t 


r=¥^=^=M 


y~y~te 


rf- 


u   i 


m 


ffgE^^g^g=i 


*=)<: 


3 


j=35^ 


y--^- 

own  good  mis-sion,  Kach  in  his  own  good  way.  We're  work-ing  on  to- 
shin  -  ing  ban-ner,  Our  pray'r  that  wars  may  cease, Our  might  the  God  of 
Kid  -  er  Broth-er,  Will   we  proclaim  a-broad,    The  son-ship  of     be- 


ai— # 


Rit. 


Chorus.   May  repeat. 


±=t=t 


M 


t 

geth  -  er,    To    has-ten  that  glad  day.            Join,  gladsome  hands,  all 
jus  -  tice,  Our  King,  the  Prince  of  Peace, 
liev  -  ers,  The,  fa-ther-hood  of  God.  Then  join,   gladsome 


■I y— 


:m=w 


-^ 


join,  gladsome  hands, Climes,  all  ye  lands,  all  climes, all  ye  lands.  The 
hands, All      climes, all     lands,    The 
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We  are  a  Band  of  Brothers, 


^,i=i;=^ 


t 


^=^ 


W 


'^^. 


*- 


king-dom  to  bring,  The  kingdom  to  bring   of       Je    -    sus     our  King, 
king  -  dom  bring  of       Je    -    sus     our  King-. 


g 


m 


t- 


tr=^ 


-^^ 


gr^ 
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Christian  Dost  Thou  See  Them? 


J.  M.  Neal. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


!::=;^ 


^ 


-^-. 


:^ 


^-5 


X- 


1.  Chris  -  tian,    dost   thou     see      them, 

2.  Chris  -  tian,   dost   thou     feel     them, 

3.  Chris  -  tian,    dost  thou    hear   them, 


On     the     ho  -  ly    ground, 
How  they  work  with-in , 
How  they  speak  thee  fair? 


--N- 


:?=: 


^ 


m 


5t 


t=zi 


9*^ 


How  the  pow'rs  of  dark  -  ness 
Striv  -  ing,  tempt-ing,  lur  -  ing, 
"Al  -  ways    fast      and     vig    -   il, 

-N N 1 :=- 


Rage  thy     steps     a  -  round? 
Goad-ing      in  -   to        sin? 
Al  -  ways  watch  and  pray' r?" 


B 


i—-^ 


-m— 


m 


k=t 


It 


Chris-tian,     up       and   smite  them,      Count-ing  gain   but     loss, 
Chris-tian,     nev  -   er      trem  -  ble,  Nev  -  er       be    down-cast', 

Chris-tian,      an  -  swer    bold-  ly,       "While    I     breathe  I      pray  I' 


?^: 


^^, 


^ 


:| — r 


m 


— K K- 


Bit. 


-I 


I 


In  the  strength  that  com-eth  By  the  Ho  -  ly  Cross. 
Gird  thee  for  the  bat  -  tie,  Watch  and  pray  and  fast. 
Peace     shall    fol   -   low    bat  -  tie,      Night  shall    end      in         day. 


§^ifc 


x^ 


m 
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20 

K.  E.  Hewitt. 


^-J: 


Don't  Stop  Praying, 

i — J — g^ — 


J.  W.  Lerman. 
— s » 


:*t 


? 


l; 


A-# 


-#-^-# 


1.  Don't  stop  pray-ing  when  the  bil   -  lows  roll, 

2.  Don't  stop  pray-ing,  for     the  L/ord     is      near, 

3.  Don't  stop  pray-ing  when  the    an  -  swers  wait, 


U 


Christ,  our  Cap-tain, 
E)v  -  'ry  whis-per 
God's  good  time  will 

N 


i^ 


#-^ 


th- 


U    C->' 


E^|E5^ 


fE^^ 


i?=3 


?!=:i* 


:^ 


±^t 


»-^=- 


will  the  waves  control;  He  can  res-cue  ev'ry    sink     -     ing  soul; 

sink-ing,  sink-ing  soul; 
will  the  Fa-ther  hear;  In  the  darkness  will  a  light         ap      -      pear; 

light,  a  light  ap  -  pear; 
never  come  too  late ;  You  will  praise  Him  when  with-in  the  gate; 

in,  with-in   the    gate; 


^^ 


^ 


l 


J^^^E^*^ 


^r 


^ 


D.  S.-DonH    stop       pray  -  ing 


in      the 


i — ^ 


^  i/  ^  Vj^ 

Sav         -  iour^s  name, 

the     Sav-iour^s  name. 


k=t 


':^^ 


¥^ 


ES^^^^^g 


-^ — i^ — ^ — ^ 


Chorus. 


#— *- 


^ 


-»--- 


^^ 


t 


t 

Don't   stop     pray-ing;       trust     and     pray ;      Don't     stop     pray-ing; 


^^t=t 


^m 


^ 


-0 0 


f=f=^^-- 


'D.S. 


-($' -r-0 1 K c^ 1 — 1 jr) i-. 


work    a    -    way ;     Prove  His  mercies  evermore  the  same ; 

ev  -  er-more  the   same ; 

1^  I 


^ 


3^i= 


:t|2r 


^fcb 


P=?- 


J^: 


t=f=?^ 


1 
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Co  R.  BLACKaLi^. 


In  the  Harvest  Field. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Db.  W,  H.  Doane. 


^~^Z 


i^^^ 


f^N: 


^g 


1.  In  the   har  -  vest     field     there  is   work      to         do,       For     the 

2.  Crowd  the  gar-ner     well      with  the  sheaves  all   bright,  lyet    the 

3.  In  the  glean- er's  path      may  be   rich       re-  ward,    Tho'  the 

4.  I/o!  the  Har  -  vest     Home      in  the  realms  a  -  bove      Shall   be 


^^ 


-9-^ 


lf^^ 


I^E 


^^ 


igrd 


feM^j: 


^E 


grain     is       ripe,  and  the  reap  -  ers       few,    And  the  Mas-ter's  voice 
song    be      glad,  and  the  heart      be      light,  Fill  the   precious  hours, 
time  seems  long,  and  the     la    -  bor      hard  ;  For  the  Mas  -  ter's  joy, 
gained  by      each  who  has  toiled  and  strove ; When  the  Mas-ter's  voice 

-         -         ^ ^-Ji. 


:P^E^B^t 


9^fcrr-zc; 


S 


:it^=^: 


r=r 


-*-i— »H 


m=^ 


m 


i 


e 


j^ 


bids  the  work  -  ers  true  Heed  the  call  that  He  gives  to  -  day. 
ere  the  shades  of  night  Take  the  place  of  the  gold  -  en  day. 
with  His  chos  -  en  shared.  Drives  the  gloom  from  the  darkest  day. 
in      His  words    of     love.     Calls    a  -  way      to     e  -  ter  -  nal     day. 


1^ 


->nrR=H 


Tgj-r-- 


fcp 


Chorus-. 


■^ 


m^t±t 


m. 


■^ 


X=t 


v-^- 


lya-bor  on,  la-boron.         Keep  the  bright  reward  in  view,For  the 

lyaboron,  labor  on, 


^SE£ 


UX 


T^ 


►=-«-•— (»-2-»- 


^^ 


«fzSifr:r±(r 


•SlTtV 


n-t-» *- 


ig^^=!lP=S 


Master  has  said, He  will  strength  renew,Ivabor  on  till  the  close  of  day. 


^^^ 


^? 


^m. 


r  I  I 


^ 


*2i-t:fcrt 
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22      God  Doth  His  Own  in  Safety  Keep. 


Eleanor  Allen  Schroll 


D.  S.  Hakes. 


»-H.—^ — S-r-K J5 N— # r  ^ ^-1 ^-r-l ^ \ k  ,    , -^-^ 


1-  _ 

1.  Tho'  sor  -  row  and  toil  .  and    care,  I/ike  might-y     tempests   roll, 

2.  When  ar  -  mies  of     sin      as  -sail;  When  strife  is  hard     and  long, 

3.  From  dawn  till  the   set      of      sun,  Thro'  tri-umph  or      de  -  feat, 

4.  Thro' youth's  ever  chang-ing  page,  Thro'  manhood's  glowing  years, 


^ 


&=^ 


l^f 


1^1 


ti 


^l 


:j3=r 


:d^ 


^7 


I 


Tho'  heav  -  y  the  bur-dens  bear,     And   grief  op-press  the     soul, 

When  ev-'ry- thing  seems  to  fail,      In       right  a-gainst  the  wrong, 

We'll  toil  till  the    day      is  done.    With  this  as  -  sur  -  ance  sweet, 

In      fee-  ble-ness   and     in  age.  When  death  ^s  dark  shadow  nears. 


Jw-i^ 


^=^t^^ 


ri 


i 


^ 


tst 


m 


■m—a- 


Befrain. 


iii^ 


rn^i: 


n—u — #- 


i^t 


God     doth  His    own         in     safe  -  ty  keep.      He  giv  -  eth     His         be- 

m  INI 


ifeP 


S-tr— P F h 


V y y \- 


be - lov 


sleep,  sweet  sleep. 


^iEI: 


lov-ed  sleep,  He  giveth  His  be-lov-ed,  be-lov-ed  sleep,  sweet  sleep. 

-J- 


-y-^- 


be-lov 


ed        sleep, 
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The  Kingdom  of  the  Lord. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


m 


^^^g 


Henry  Fillmore. 


m 


D.  C.  The  king-dom  of 
B.  C.  The  king-dom  of 
D.  C.  The   king-dom       of 


the 
the 
the 


5=3= 


Ivord 
L/ord— 
IvordI 
I 


is  now  at  hand,  For 
pre  -  pare  the  way,  L/et 
it      comes,  be    -    hold.  Ye 


/— ^ 


I 


^^E^ 


3f 


m 


^^ 


m 


w 


^ 


— I- 

Him      the    world      a  -  waits, 
thrones  and    em  -  pires    fall, 
sin  -   ful      souls,      re  -   pent. 


0 0 0 0 — F->v— . ^ 


And  soon  o'er  all  shall  sound  the 
Ye  haught-y  mon-archs  bow  be- 
To     you    the   Lord    of       life      in 


Fine., 


m 


i^^S 


?^ 


•I- 

blest  command, Swing  wide,  ye  heav'n-ly  gates.  His  heralds  of  peace  e'en 

neath  His  sway,  And  crown  Him  L/ord  of     all  1  The  long  night  of  sorrow 

love    un  -  told,  His  on    -  ly    Son  hath  sent.      O    cast  out  the  e  -  vil 


i^ 


_  M M 1 — /a—l ^ 


s 


M 


now  pro 
now  is 
works  of 


claim 
o'er, 
sin. 


The  joys 
The  sighs 
The  doors 


of 
and 
o  - 


Mes  -  si  -  ah's 
the  groans  now 
pen     full      and 


i9- 

reign; 
cease, 
wide : 


His 
The 
The 


^m 


-f-- 


^i 


p.c. 


m 


^a^is 


-^ 


prophets    of  old     ex  -  tol   His  fame:  And  blessings  that  fill  His  train, 
na  -  tions  of  earth  learn  war  no  more,  O'er  all  rules  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
King    in    His  glo-ry  shall  come  in ,     And  with  you  so  blest    a  -bide. 
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A  Place  in  the  Ranks  for  Me. 


Jessie  Bbown  Pounds.       Melody  in  Second  Tenor.    J.  H.  Pillmoke.  Arr.  by  H.  F. 
May  be  sung  in  A.  Hum 


i^-^ 


fc* 


^i==i'- 


t'rrN- 


=r 


i^ES 


t 


1.  L/ist!  the  trumpet  of  God    is  sound-ing,     Is  sounding  from  sea   to 

2.  See,  the  ar  -  my  of   God    ad-vanc  -  es,      In  strength  of  His  ho-ly 

3.  L/ist!  the  trumpet  of  God    is  sound-ing,     Is  sounding   for  vie  -  to- 

Hum 


g^^i 


1^       1^     i"^       I            >       \  Hue 

y — s> — W ^ — ^ f- ^ 1 \ — - — ^ fc—^ 


F 


mm 


r=g= 


-0-^ » 0 ha , — r-0—. fc ft-- 

Zi  yi V  U J      t-  1-  g g 1 


I- 

sea;  On  the   field  where  the  brave    are     fall  -   ing,  There's  a 

might;     See  the   flash      of      the  mov  -  ing    lane    -   es,      And  the 

ry ;  I     must    go,     for     the  brave  are      fall    -  ing,     And  the 


t=k 


Chorus. 


^f 


lEi 


1i^=H 


0-T — 0- 


-0 


place    in  the  ranks    for      me  1 

glit  -  ter   of    hel  -  mets   bright.  There's  a   place    in    the  ranks  for 
Cap  -  tain  has  need    of      me. 


fe^: 


^^ 


■^l 


-«— 


P^ 


iztz^t 


v-^^t^' 


^m 


^^. 


*=!«: 


me  I .  .  .  .  A    place    in    the  ranks    for 

for  me  I 


^^ 


-j-^— r- 


me  I .  .  .  .  On  the 

for  me! 


=f3^= 


felS: 


field  where  the  brave  are  fall-ing.  There's  a  place  in  the  ranks  for  me. 


^1 


-0-^~0 — 0 — 0- 


.0 — 0- 


^S 


!ga^ 


-' y g— y-  ^ 
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While  the  Days  Are  Going  By. 


Geobge  Cooper. 


J.  B.Hebbebt. 


Hm 


1.  There  are  lone-ly  hearts  to  cher-ish,  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing  by ; 

2.  There's  no  time  for  i-  die  scorn-ing,  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing  by; 

3.  All     the   lov  -  ing  links  that  bind  us,  While  the  days  are  go  -  ing  by; 

Hm 


Hm 


-^ 


L^a=^^ 


^^ 


i^rp: 


.^ 


There  are    wea  -  ry  souls  who  perish,  While  the  days      are    go  -  ing       by; 

Let  your  face   be  like  the  morning.  While  the  days      are    go  -  ing       by; 

One     by     one    we  leave  be-hind  us,  While  the  days      are    go  -  ing       by; 

Hm 

i^  -     I- I  ^ 


:&^ 


:^r: 


#— r 


?^ 


c-r 


^!?=S= 


-#— 


:^^ 


iiif: 


If    a    smile    we  can    re  -  new,      As     the  jour  -  ney  we    pur  -  sue, 

0  the  world     is    full     of      sighs,   Full      of    sad     and  weep-ing      eyes, 

But  the  seeds    of  good  we      sow,    Both    in  shade  and  shine  will    grow, 


pE?iEgS=S 


S±E|Et£H^^3 


m_ 


'^. 


Rail. 


0     the  good  we    all  may     do.    While   the  days  are  go  -  ing  by. 

Help  your  fal  -  len  broth-er      rise,  While   the  days  are  go  -  ing  by. 

And  will  keep  our  hearts  a  -  glow.  While   the  days  are  go  -  ing  by. 

_  go-ing  by. 


^^=11?^ 


^"^ 


^-— ^ 


s 


«=»= 


#=i 
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Did  You  Think  to  Pray? 


Mrs.  M  .  A.  Kidder 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor 


W.  O.  Perkins. 
Arr.  by  U.F. 


'm^^ 


i=^_ 


3=?= 


:=r: 


^^i^^^^ 


-15*- 


-i^^ 


1.  Kre      you  left  your  room  this  morn-ing,  Did 

2.  When  you  met  with  great  temp-ta-tion,  Did 

3.  When  your  heart  was  filled  with  an-ger,  Did 

4.  When  sore   tri-als  came  up  -  on       you,  Did 


^=«- 


you  think  to  pray? 
you  think  to  pray? 
you  think  to  pray? 
you  think   to  pray? 


:i^i=i: 


:^=fd 


fe^ 


m=^ 


M 


=f; 


:J=t 


U^ 


^^i 


J^z=M—^—M 


In       the  name  of  Christ  our  Sav  -  iour,    Did     you  sue  for     lov-ing 


By      His     dy  -  ing  love  and  mer    -   it 

Did    you  plead  for  grace,  my  broth  -  er, 

When  your  soul  was  bowed  in  sor    -  row, 


^e 


-N-^ 


^- 


Did  you  claim  the  Ho  -  ly 
That  you  might  forgive  an- 
Balm    of    Gil-ead     did  you 

4 


--^=^ 


*=3 


r  • 


:^ 


^ 


Chorus. 

#_! 0 0- 


-^=^ 


^^^ 


:^ 


:y=d 


fav    -    or,  As         a  shield     to  -  day? 

Spir  -    it  As      your  guide  and  stay? 

oth    -    er  Who  has  crossed  your  way? 

bor    -   row  At       the  gates     of     day? 


O,     how  pray-ing  rests  the 


ii^ 


-I <9-r 


1 


:|=-«-tt 


r-=F 


■s^ 


v-v 


W 


i=^p^ 


ry;  Prayer     will  change  the  night  to      day; 

^ I      -     #     ^      ^ N i_ 


So       when 

\ f^ 


^ 


^: 


leL 


i 


-^tMi 


i^ 


-23* ^^ 

life  seems  dark  and  drear     -     y,     Don't     for  -  get         to     pray. 


:C--i=f= 


?^^33 


I 


1^ 


3y  permission. 


27 


Come  to  Me^ 


C.  M.F. 
n   Duet.    Solo  in  lower  voice. 


Chas.  M.  Fillmokk. 


1^^ 


1 


-N — K — ^ 


'^ 


1.  When  thy     bur-den     is  too  great  to  bear,  When  thy  heart  is     o-  ver- 

2.  When  temp-ta-tion  leads  your  feet  a-stray,  When  your  soul  is  full     of 

3.  When  you  pass  beneath  the  chast'ning  rod;  When  loved  forms  you  lay  be- 

Hm I      V      V 


ms 


321 


g 


1              "" 

^         1                  1 

ll# 

U 

■  "J 

ft       J 

m 

»■■■  Vr           m      Hm 

s       ^       ^ 

-VP- 

-. « 

-— i « €— ^- 

=«-=?— 

—»-m — f--^'— 

-h — r — t— 

—  k 

-n-4 

f * 0 0  — '^^ 

-0 F— 

— h  rF    B — ^ 

-t= — h — 0— 

— 'F- — 

borne  with  care ;    When     thy 
dread  dis  -  may;    When    you 
neath  the     sod;     When     you 

u     J                  J 

]/    \j    y                        1 

fu-ture  frowns  in  dark  de  -  spair, 

do    not  e   -  ven  dare     to     pray, 

seem  for-sak  -  en    by     your  God, 

0, 

o, 
o, 

txig_^ 1^__ 

<?  .       — 

-,22_. ^__^ 

p-S       -H .                b....y.. 

F^ 

~*  H 

1 

^ 

Lj 

Chorus. 


m 


lis  -   ten      to    the     Sav 


:g?^: 


lour    say: 


pi^ 


i 


Ye    who    la  -  bor,  heavy 
Come,    O    come 
I  I  N 


H5^-^ 


^^^ 


:J-Jz 


£F=EF^ 


-^^ 


s:=l: 


r 


la  -  den,  come,  I/ay  your 
learn  of     me,  Come,  O 


^=j^=^Ei^^§-. 


t=' 


wea-ry  head  up  -  on     my  breast;  Take  my 
my  breast;  Come,  O 

-0 ^-         '  '  ■ 


come 


e^E 


on 


^=-fl= 


r 


H 


,N      N 


ih-J-iUj 


-^— N- 


I 


-^     7     ^- 


0--F-0 


^-tF 


^ 


:*P 


0^- 


Pi^ 


yoke  up-on  you,  learn  of 
come,  learn     of 


me,  Come, and  I  will  give  you  rest. 

me,      I     will     give      you      rest,  sweet  rest. 


-b^-  7    y 


^B 


r^^ 


-S-- 


^M=' 


i 
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Get  Another. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 

Moderato. 

•A— "K— K 


1^:5^ 


J.  W.  Lebman. 


■P-Ii^ 


tT 


^ 


1.  Get     an-oth  -  er  pil-grim  to  walk  the  blessed  way,  Shining  more  and 

2.  Get     an-oth  -  er  sol-dier  to  wear  the  armor  bright,  Hold-ing  up  the 

3.  Get     an-oth  -  er  jew-el  to  gem  the  Saviour's  crown,  L/iv-ing  stars  to 


j=z-: 2 — ^> K — ^ K — I- 


■^m. 


r^ 


^^ 


r-^—f^^^^^^f^^- 


?izt=fe: 


t 

more  un  -  to  the  per  -  feet  day  ;  Get 
banner,  battling  for  the  right;  Get 
spark-le,  at   His  feet     laid  down;  Get 

S     N      ^ I [_ 


^  V    t  '  ' 

an-oth  -  er  work  -  er  to 
an-oth  -  er  sing  -  er  to 
an-oth  -  er   saved  one,  to 


i 


i 


^M 


m 


;?=* 


r=^ 


V— t* 


fcMifcf-iii^ 


^ 


H«— »- 


i 


:g=y: 


sow  the  seeds  of  love.  Richer  then  the  harvest  that  shall  spring  a-bove. 
swell  the  happy  song,  Ringing  cheer  and  gladness  as  we  march  a  -  long, 
praise  Him  evermore.  When  the  ransomed  gather  on  the  shining  shore. 


Chorus 


j^ 


J^ 


i 


V— 5-^^ y^Z^ 


Get  an  -  oth  -  er  friend  or  broth-er, .  . 

Get  an-oth  -  er  friend  or  brother. 


-X—N- 


k-F- 


iia 


^m 


m 


:^=3t 


^^—^- 


-5— # 


W^ 


-r=^:- 


#_,_^- 


t=tZ3t 


W--^-?— ^- 


Do  the  Heav'nly  leather 's  will ;    .     Get     an-oth-er  .  .  friend  or 

His  will :  Get  another 


^i^S^^^E^ESlE^fel 


V— t^-t^ 
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N^ 


m 


^ 


-0 — 0- 


Get  Another. 


gg^g^g^^ 


Ibtz^ 


Bit. 


^^ 


^ 


broth-er,  Winning  souls  for  Jesus  still. 

friend  or  brother,                                          souls  for    Je-sus  still. 
.-_!_k^_,«__^i r-N N— — -fe \—.-^ 


:g=f: 


29 


Lead  Kindly  Light. 


J.  H.  Newman. 
K — 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


S^ 


it 


f± 


* 


-w^y- 


i/       -        -         '      "       ^      l^      t^      1^1 

1.  Lead,  kindly  Ivightl  amid  th'encircling  gloom, 

2.  I     was  not     ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

3.  So  long  Thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it   still 


J,  B.  Dykes.  Arr.byH.F. 
9—^—0^[^ 0 s—      , 


^m^ 


a|=it 


i^E 


ff 


>=r: 


0f&- 


Ivead  Thou  me 

Shouldst  lead  me 

Will  lead  me 

n 


p^p=p: 


m 


i^f^B^^S 


:|c=r:^ 


<5^ 


^^ 


on.  The  night  is  dark, 
on.  I  loved  to  choose 
on        O'er  moor  and     fen, 

1^  N  -^     -^     -^     ■#-  : 

-0 — ^— ^ b 1- 


and     I      am      far     from 
and  see     my  path;  but 
o'er  crag  and     tor  -  rent, 


home : 
now 
till 

a- 


i 


^ 


-y- 


:t=t 


^=r^ 


r-t 


m 


fer 


j=^ 


it 


s 


e^E 


-Ky- 


:t:: 


lyead  Thou  me     on.     Keep  Thou  my     feet;       I      do   not     ask    to 
Ivead  Thou  me     on.  I    loved  the     gar  -   ish    day,  and,  spite  of 

The  night     is     gone;     And  with  the   morn  those  an  -  gel   fac  -  es 


-; 


r- 1 


mi 


:f=t 


V— t— r- 


^h 


tph 


m 


see.  .  .  .     The   dis  -    tant  scene;    one  step  e  -  nough   for     me. 
fears, .  .   Pride  ruled     my    will.     Re-mem-ber  not       past  years, 
smile,     Which     I       have  loved  long  since ,  and  lost      a    -while. 


riJ 


:^ 


rX± 


^m 


-r=f; 


^z:^ 


I 


(31) 


80  Be  Strong  O  Men  Be  Strong. 

MALTBIE  D.  BaBCOCK.  J.  H.  FiLLMOBK. 


» 


te^ 


■t~ 


f--i: 


1.  We     are      not  here   to  play,  to  dream, to  drift; 

2.  Say     not     the  days  are     e  -  vil.  Who's  to  blame? 

3.  It     matters  not  how  deep  entrenched  the  wrong ; 


fe^ 


f=^-t=^ 


'0 — # 


^=£=f=g 


# — #- 


^ 


1.  We     are  not  here  to         drift,       to  dream, to  drift; 

2.  Say     not  of  e       -       vil         blame,     of  who's  to  blame? 

3.  It        mat      -      ters  not  of        wrong,  how  deep  the  wrong, 


li^ 


iffi 


PS 


-^-^ 


We  have  hard  work    to      do,     and  loads     to    lift; 
And  fold    the  hands  and     ac  -  qui  -  esce — O  shame! 
How  hard   the    bat  -  tie     goes — the     day  how  long; 


m 


feF^ 


-N— ^B— ^- 


_^_^_ 


We  have 
And  fold 
How  hard 


^m. 


loads  to  lift,  our  loads  to  lift; 

hands  in         shame!  consent, O  shame! 

bat      -       tie  goe«,  the  day  how  long; 

-N — » — 0- — »— • — 


r&zifc 


Shun  not  the  struggle!  Face  it  I  'tis  God's  gift  I  Be  strong,  O  men,  be  strong! 
Stand  up, speak  out, and  bravely  in  God's  name  Be  strong,  O  men,  be  stroiig! 
Faint not,fight  on!  To-morrow  comes  the  song  Be  strong,  O  men,  be  strong! 
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Be  Strong  O  Men  Be  Strong. 


m 


fc^ 


fct=t!=6!: 


-U—ir 


P^^^^^g^SEfel 


Shun  not  the  struggle!  Face  it! 'tis  God's  gift!  Be  strong,  O  men,  be 
Standup,speakout,andbravely  in  God's  name, Be  strong,  O  men,  be 
Faint  not, fight  on!  To-morrow  comes  the  song.  Be  strong,  O  men,  be 


strong! 
strong! 
strong! 


^m 


:^: 


-^- 


x=t 


.pzz^. 


^    ^ 


-y— f- 


■^^^. 


^-^ 


-4- 


31 


All  the  World  for  Jesus. 


Palmer  Haetsough. 


Wm.  Pitts,  1829.    Arr.  by  George  B.  Nkvin. 


i^^g 


g 


-^ 


-I h 


V^=X 


f: 


i=f: 


P 


1..  All  the  world  for  Je  -  sus,  Tis  the  forward  cry!  From  on  high  He 
2.  Millions  now  are  weep-ing  In  their  dark  dispair;  Na-tions  vast  are 
2.  He  His  word  un  -  fail  -  ing,  Un    -  to  us  has  given,  And  His  power  pre- 


^^ 


\ ^- 


^t-- 


i^P^ 


v^ 


fe 


—I 1- 

sees  us  Guides  us  with  His  eye,  Go  we,  blessings  tak  -  ing, 
sleep-ing  In  death's  shadow  there.  Go  we,  sor-rows  shar  -  ing, 
vail  -  ing,  Rules  in   earth  andheav'n,  Ev'ry    heart  shall  own  Him, 


9¥^-fj 


^F=r 


^» 


iit 


I 


^ 


Ss^EfzzT^filSzEgES 


^ 


t5t 


tst 


\ 


I — f 


fcf 


f 


To  earth's  fallen  sons  ;  Bread  of  heaven  breaking.  To    the  starving  ones. 
Blest  is  the  em-ploy;     Go  we,  tidings  bear-ing,     Of     e  -  ter-nal   joy! 
L/Ow  before  Him  fall;  All  the  world  shall  crown  Him,  Sav-iour,  Lord  of  all! 


i^i^^i^ 


F—l — ^^ — >*.i ^^^ — ■" 
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Palmer  Habtsough. 


Star  Divine. 

Melody  in  First  Bass. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOKE. 


■iv— N 


^m 


?^ 


jEZZtC 


-tjH-y- 


1.  Star     divine,  that  led  the  wise  men  To  the  cra-dle     of    our  lyord, 

2.  Star     divine,  amid  the    dark  -  ness  We  had  wandered  far  a-  stray, 

3.  Star     divine,  there's  naught  can  lure  us  From  the  way  that  Thou  dost  lead; 


jiJ:^*  t  f  t^^ 


t=i: 


m 


-^— ^ 


1 


V-tr 


-v—^ 


s 


^-^ 


Thou  art  still  as  bright  With  a  ho  -  ly  light  In  the  pag-es  of  His  word. 
When  a  beam  so  lone  O'er  the  desert  8hone,And  we  found  the  blessed  way. 
Thou  dost  brighter  grow  As  we  on-ward  go,  And  we'll  ever  joyful  heed. 


^^m^^^^^^^m 


F 


Chorus.   Melody  in  Second  Tenor 


m 


^E^=E3 


N     ^     N     N 


•?-l<— ^— i/— ^- 


^^aP-«P-i^^^^^— ^ 


"^=^ 


1^ 


We  fol-low  on, we  fol-low  on, And  all  the 

We  follow  on,  we  follow  on, 


-mi 


1MF=^ 


m^- 


m 


-^— ^ 


-^-7—^ 


iMtM-^ 


^ 


t 


^i=?= 


-^-N— A— PS— N- 


^    i    d—^ 


9-\?    U     U 


i^ 


B^ 


-0-^0 


--^^- 


V — f- 


way  that  Star  our  guide  shall  be; We  follow  on, 

our  guide  shall  be ;  We  follow  on, 

♦  ♦  -^  .^  -     -      - — 


l^^gig 


9i^fcH--_U— i^L 


B 


i^ 


fc^±^ 


N     N     N     N 


■^  S    d     4    d 


■*=^ 


:t5z:pt 


fciiy: 


i^^ 


I =" 


r 


we  follow  on, Until  in  heav'n  our  Saviour's  face  we  see. 

we  follow  on, 

^     .      >     >    -0-    -^t      ^     ^ 


mniQj;^!!^^^^^^^ 
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Followers  of  the  Man  of  Galilee. 


E.  E,  Hewitt. 


J.  H.  FiLLMORB. 


i^ 


-^=t 


i 


* 


t 


1.  We're  press  -  mg    still    on-ward    in  the  paths  of  righteousness,  Ex- 

2.  Like    Him,      we  would  car-  ry     joy-ful   ti-dings  to     the  sad,    Like 

3.  Then  forth  with    the  Gos-pel  that  shall  fill  the  world  with  fruit ;  Till 

-fc 


^^^. 


^iE^^iEi^ 


^^f- 


( k  I  b                 -^   —  ■     ~N--     is'   >■■ 

r-N ^ r^ n 1 

i|5'"hr      s          0  *     t      0       m       T'     M 

4.     M     _i      ^    "J       1 

n  "^      P          P  •     M      P      J      ^      5 

*          M          4        ,  m          4            J 

1             1           H       1                 * 

•        S      Wf        *          s 

1            1/        ^      '>/                                                             w-                     j 

ult   -   ing      in     la  -  bors  that  the  Mas  -  ter  loves     to     bless ;    Up- 
Him,  bear   the    oil     of    joy    to   make   the    mourner     glad;   With- 
truth,  love  and  pur  -  i  -  ty  shall    ev  -  'ry- where  take   root;    Make 

1       ^     b    1^    ^    h                              1 

C\*    1,      J              m    •       J^       m         m         m         m 

v'J^  1      r    u   1    1    1    » 

f        U0          '          1            f  ?P     m     0 

K         P         f*         r         L    1      1      p 

[^      1           D        \^      \J      \J      \J      ^^ 

Ly y y y         ^-^     ^^h   ^ 

1 


/io/<i  -  tn(7  His  ban-  ner  where-so  -  ev  -  er  we  may  be.  For 
hold  -  ing  no  serv- ice  when  His  beck'ning  hand  we  see,  For 
known  His   sal-va-tion      o  -ver     ev  -  'ry     land    and    sea,      For 


SS 


^ 


-^ — ^ 


i^^Ei 


-N- 


FiNE.     Chorus. 


y ^\/ — y — 1/ ^— !/— '^ — 9—^—^*^\ p p 1 -• 


we    are  the  followers  of  the  Man  of  Gal- i -lee.    Follow'rs,  follow'rs, 

we    are  the  follow'rs  of  the  Man  of  Gal-i-lee.  Follow'rs,  happy  follow'ijs 


Faith  -  ful     fol  -  low'rs,  I^oy  -  al  workers  for  our  Mas-ter,     we.      Up- 
True   and  faithful  follow 'rs,Ivoyal  to         our       Mas  -  ter,    we. 

-~ i^-y — • 


9$EJ^ 


r- 
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Work  Watch  Pray. 


Mrs.  N.  a.  Montfoet.    Arr. 
mf 


^^: 


Fred.  A.  Fillmorb. 
Cres. 


J^V 


1.  When  the    heart  grows   faint      and    the      soul       is         wea  -  ry, 

2.  When  the      way  seems     lost       and     the      staff      is         bro  -  ken, 

3.  All     your   work     will    bring     you     the      rich  -  est       treas-ure, 


9^^^ 


R^r-j-^- 


iBr=^^^^ 


mf 


fc?= 


i^i^i=i^ 


Broth-er,  work,  watch, 

Broth-er,  work,  watch, 

Broth-er,  work,  watch, 

>  > 


^^^ 


Eg 


pray ;  When  the  nights  are  long  and  the 
pray;  And  the  spir  -  it     yearns  for  some 
pray ;  And  your  pray 'r's  reward   is    the 

^~^  A 1 1 :^ N- 


5^ 


Cres. 


Chorus. 


il^^^^^i 


^S 


:F=:1: 


1 =- 

days   are   drear-y,  Brother,  work,     watch,       pray. 

kind  -  ly     to-ken,  Brother,  work,     watch,       pray.  Work, watch  and 

sweetest  pleasure.  Brother,  work,     watch,       pray. 


9iibS 


Eg 


t=t: 


f=T=f 


S 


i: 


X=^ 


Cres. 


w 


^- 


pray,  Broth-er,  bid  the  tempt  -  er      flee.  When  the  heart  is     faint, 

,N       N       S       N  r^         ^ 


^teg^ 


^f^EE^3 


F=f= 


Cres. 


Slower. 

0- 


m 


and  when  life  seems  vain,  My  broth-er,    work,     watch, 
.  I  .  _         >  > 


pray. 


P 


^^^m^iEEi. 


lE^ 
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MBS.  A.  L.  Davison, 


Sweet  Chiming  Bells. 


^^^^^^^^^: 


J.  H.  Fillmore.    New  arrangement. 


:t=:: 


heav'nly  plains  the  golden  chimes  Of  Zi  -  on  ring  to 
we  who  walk  in  earth-ly  vales,  Their  joy-ful  mus  -  ic 
call  us  home,  not  here  our  rest, They  soft  -ly     seem    to 


:fc=: 


1.  O'er 

2.  And 

3.  They 


day; 
hear; 
say: 


tl=^ 


i=t: 


t=t==t: 


■—»- 


^ 


m 


fes^ 


m 


T=4 


l^i^SE?Efe!^ 


t- 

For  passing  souls  those  chimes  are  rung, 
In     mel  -  o    -    dy       di  -  vine  -  ly     sweet, 
Beyond  the     gates    of      Zi  -  on      fair, 

JA,t «-     '  ^    ^    ^ 


To  guide  them  on     their 
So    faint  and  yet       so 
There  shines  a  bright-er 


^^[ 


It 


?^tt 


:r=t: 


Kefrain. 

-J — 1-^ 


:i. 


*d=-i= 


^£ 


f^tf^^^ 


way.  Sweet  bells,    ... 

clear. 

day.  Sweet  chiming  Zi  -  on  bells, 


sweet    bells, 


£ 


A  i 


I    I 


Sweet  chiming  Zi  -  on 


-»— ^- 


^J^ 


^  J  ^ 


i 


B 


T 


.^^. 


Bells, 


bells, 


bells, 


Md==ibz:j=p^J      J      ^ 


^F 


-<2- 


sweet  bells.  They  cheer  us 
bells.  They  cheer 

sweet  bells, 

\  1    1    jl   A    1 


on     our    hap-py  way,  Sweet  chim 
our  way, Sweet  chim 


mg 
ing 


m 


>  J. 


-(=- 


■(2- 


£ 


■kS?- 


bells. 


-^-h- 


-<5t- 


-s»- 


:s 


3=^; 


22/7. 


-  dim. 


r- 


-^ 


flp^ 


■>«— 


I 


bells,     They  cheer  us 
bells.     They  cheer 


on 
our 


m 


J5 


^  ^ 


I 

V 


I  ^—1        I 

hap-py  way, Sweet  chiming 
way.  Sweet  chiming 


bells, 
bells. 


m 


4a.. 


B 


B 


-r-f-  r 
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The  Blessed  Old  Gospel. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr 

J.  B.  Herbert. 

':-:J|z^ 

F*- 

-5^  's-T 

k  •    k 

:i^^_f-_f^_?-__S— : 

1          1 

1.  Praise  God 

2.  Praise  God 

3.  Praise  God 

4.  The     bless 

i^    ^  1 

for     the  gos 

that  this  gos 

for     the  her 

-    ed     old  gos  • 

-  pel     that     came  from     a  -  bove,  The 

-  pel       is         free      to     the  world,    A 

-  aids     up  -    on         Zi  -  on's  walls,  Who 
pel    we'll     love     till      we     die,  The 

rv#    *    m 

m 

^              P    •       P        P    •           N 

^•#ll''*    m 

S 

m    *      m        m 

F             W    *      W        W    '         _i 

-^      Vt  k     r 

r 

*         Pi 

r          r        ~j      r         « 

— 'i*^ — 

L-U — 

-^ — ^— ^~ 

— y ^— L-k > ^ — 1 « 1 

twSi*    ,     -^  -t  :1     ^  ^-\ 

-i=s-l \ 

F^ — ?.  j^  *     0^^  q 

t-«^      JT^  S__  3^ 

/5  •       r 

|:^       ^:    'V    ?       k-    H 

i         11       '•     >  1      ^    J' 

gos  -  pel  that  scatters  our    night ;  The  bless  -  ed     old  gos  -  pel  of 
gift      to  the  chil-dren  of     men;      Be  -  fore       it     sin's  co  -  horts  all 
preach  the  old  gos-pel     of     peace;    O'er  mountain  and  val  -  ley  the 
gos  -  pel     of  light  and  of      love;    And  when  we  have  reached  that  fair 

rx 

.J*         1          ,"       i?    1          1        r^ 

« 

f*M]it      ^           d        M  '    J          •!  •     •! 

/d    '          m 

^  ^ll     1        ^  '    Ti    4        1       J 

r            1 

ft     i         ^  .    ^     i         ^t  '    S 

L| 1 

L| 1 ^ 1 1^ — ^ — 1 

k^^ 


1^ 


^^ 


^i=P^: 


in    -     fi  -   nite  love.    The     gos  -  pel  of    truth  and  of     light, 

backward  are  hurled;  They  nev  -  er  its     pro-gress  can  stem, 

mess-age    now  falls     That  brings  to  the     cap-tive  re  -  lease, 

cit    -    y        on  high.  We'll  sing     of  its     won-ders  a  -    bove. 

I 


m 


:pUU 


i?^?^l^?^?^ 


-I- 


75/- 


Chorus.    (Familiar  air.) 

/r<    /Ts    /TN 


11  /T^    /'T>    /TN 


? 


o 

/TV 


the    bless  -  ed     old         gos  -  pel,     The       life  -  giv  -  ing 


t: 


WM 


I        ^     1 

Repeat  pp 


'^^^ 


i 


_i — 

gos  -  pel,  The     soul    sav  -  ing  gos  -  pel,    The    gos  -  pel  of     love! 


Mi 


I 


:^ 


t=t 


;—^—n 
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Palmer  Haetsough 


^^g^ 


Life's  Bright  Sunshine 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

-I A—^-^ 


m 

a. .^2. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEK. 


1.  Is  there  aught  so  love  -  ly 

2.  Is  there  aught  so  love  -  ly 

3.  Is  there  aught  so  love  -  ly 

4.  Is  there  aught  so  love  -  ly 


the  sun  -  ny     day,      Mak-ing 
the  pleasant  smile,      Kv  -  'ry 
the  gen- tie.  word,     When  the 
the  kind  -  ly  deed;  Here, where 


9ii^ 


1==1=^: 


-X 


9\>k-S- 


-li — 4- 


te^^g^g^i 


^^ 


^ 


;^-iL_g± 


with  its  brightness  all      so  light  and  gay  !  How  it  comes  in  glo  -  ry 
grief  and  sor  -  row  sweetly     to     be-guile  1  How  the  shadows  vanish, 
angry  tones  of  strife  and  wrong  are  heard  I  How  it  stills  the  tem-pest 
all  are  burdened  here, where  all  have  need!  How  the  load  it  light-ens, 

S 


m^ 


:J'=r 


W^ 


#-=— # — »'  » 


J — I    I    r 


t=x 


^ 


|ork->-=-4 


t!    ^ 


^ 


^=BE* 


?^ 


from  the  beam-ing  sun, 

how  the  gloom  departs: 

in      the  troubled   soul 

clears  the  cloud-ed    sky  : 

K  K         N  ^  I 


Fill  -  ing  all  the  world  with  gladness. 
L/Oving  smiles  are  life's  bright  sunshine. 
Gentle  words  are  life's  bright  sunshine. 
Kind-ly  deeds  are  life's  bright  sunshine. 


._,_JL_^ 


:t 


t7^^-T— ^ <i— 


Chorus. 


5     i; 


] — I 


^=t 


r^-i 


t=li^d_r4_ 


^^a- 


^^ 


1 I -^  * s_ 


=r 


0-^ 


Sunshine ,  sunshine, making 
Sunshine, sunshine, bringing 


9^g 


Szit=zt=zE=E 


all  so  bright, 

pure  de-  /  light.  All  so  free-ly  given, 


.^  ^ 


<(.   fl-i^^:^ 


3|=il: 


^    S.    4—71^ 


-1^—^ 


^ 


i 


*  N 


J 1 


& 


m 


i3=:Sti=bi=? 


e 


t=p: 


-w— #- 


Showing  us    of  heav  -  en,  I/et    us  love  the  bless-ed  sun-shine. 


^^ 


l^     g    I        I 


*In  quartet  let  the  small  notes  be  silent. 
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Palmer  Hartsough, 


Our  God  is  Calling. 


m 


t 


Arr.  from  an  old  tune  by  Geo.  B.  Nevin. 

HS N- 


?^s^^£ 


^: 


i ^ — 1> — 

1.  Our     God      is      call  -  ing,     call-ing  u^      to-day,         Ar  -  mies  of 

2.  Our     God      is      call  -  ing,     call-iug  ev  -  'ry    one,         Why  stand  ye 

3.  Our     God      is      call  -  ing,     call-ing,    I     will     go,         His  guid-ing 


^^iP^r 

• 

^ 

-H*^ 

-^i-i- 

=.^ 

=f-r^^ 

^4-^A- 

1 

i^ \ — X- 

9 #- 

— s — i- 

~"S — 

— ^ [i — t. — 

> S g — 

W    f- 

-■c 1 1 

M= 

-k- 

^  h- 

-W= 

=t— 

T    r   i"^ 

Je  -  sus,  quick  o  -   bey,  And  'neath  His  ban  -  ner  high  un-furled, 

i   -  die     in     the     sun, While  har- vests     in      the   field  so    great, 

hand  the  way  will  show  ;  The  pain   of     death  shall    not  af  -  fright, 

I _  I     I     I  I 

fct>r:ff=-g^;=g^zz=j-ESig3tg-,^— ^= 


^ 


^ 


-^- 


titzitii 


-1-- 


y=tz:iit=!^ 


■i5>- 


^i 


i-=t: 


^ 


^^^ 


^=Ah4^J^^ 


V-h 


On  to  the  con-quest  of  the  world.  Go 
All  white  the  reap  -  ers  hand  a  -  wait?  O, 
His  pow'r  will  keep  me     in         the    fight.   On 


to  the  na  -  tions 
let  the  gos  -  pel's 
to     the   front  with 


>- 


'  ^J g — \ 1 H 


m^ 


^ 


m 


iit=g^ 


fierce  and  wild.  Go  with  the  gos  -  pel  meek  and  mild;  The 
joy  -  ful  sound.  Re  -  ech  -  o  all  the  world  a  -  round!  Ye 
one       ac  -  cord,     Ye       val  -  iant    sol  -  diers   of       the     Ivord;     The 


^^. 


=^ 


V=^ 


ii^ 


3^: 


-H1E-- 


# 


r  ^1      I  ' 


word     of    life     to  them  proclaim, And  conquer  in     the  Saviour's  name, 
he  -  roes, rise, brook  no  de  -  lay,  Go,  take  the  world  for  Christ  today! 
foe  shall  fall,  the  vie  -  tors  sing,  And  all  the  world  hail  Christ  as  King  1 


:35 


^^^s 


\ \- 


^1 


S-zS 


t=t: 


^^w-yr- 


-^ 


fE^=S: 


s 
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TOPLADT. 


Rock  of  Ages. 


L.  D.  ElCHHORN 


ffi?f 


--^--i^-^- 


pE^^r= 


1.  Rock  of     A  -  ges,    cleft  for     me,      Let  me  hide    my  -  self         in 

2.  Not   the   la  -  bors      of     my   hands   Can  ful  -  fill    Thy   law's       de 

3.  While  I   draw  this     fleet-ing  breathe,When  my  eye-lids  close       in 


Thee; 

mands; 

death, 


W- 


fe 


A— ^- 


1^ 


S? 


Rock  of     A 


ges,  cleft  for     me, 


g^^g^^^ 


Let  rae  hide  my-self  in  Thee; 

N      N      N    N I 


-0 — 0 0 — 0S-0 — 0 


'^-u- 


m 


s 


£ 


-^— !«- 


:^=t 


Let  the  wa-ter   and  the   blood,  From  Thy  riv-en  side     which  flowed,    Be  of 
Could  my  zeal  no    respite  know,  Could  my  tears  for-ev  -  er         flow.  All   for 
When  I  soar  to  world's  unknown.  See  Thee  on  Thy  judg  -  ment  throne,Rock  of 


■:*:$=#- 


e 


:=r 


^— ^- 


m^ 


Let  the    wa  -  ter    and  the  blood. 


From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed, 


^ 


-3=^ 


■?=tty?=?:|: 


t^— y— tr- C^— 1?-'-5^ 


m 


;^agi=g 


;tj^t_^_^_^ 


y=zt 


il 


sin         the  double  cure.       Save  me,  save  me, Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
sin         could  not  a-tone;     Thou  must  save,.  .  .  .  thou  must  save  and  thou  alone. 
A    -     ges,  cleft  for  me.      Let   me     hide, ....    let  me  hide  myself   in  Thee. 


-^ 


— 1-^#- 


a 


:^zzt=^t=: 


Be  of  sin  the  double  cure.    Save  me,  save  me,Save  from  wrath  and  make  rae  pure. 

'^  I      I 
-#— #-i-rJ— r  -nr^ ^r^^0-J-r   ^      ^      ^      ^—0- 
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Hear  the  Trumpet  Call. 


MEN'S  CHORUS. 


Palmee  Haetsough. 
Tenors. 


Heney  Fillmobe. 


il^^^^^^T?^ 


tzxit^ 


1.  Hear  the  trumpet  call  that's  sounding  To  the  loy  -  al  hosts  to  -  day, 

2.  On     the  field  of  death  now  gleaming  Stand  the  cohorts  of    the  foe, 

3.  Courage,  then,  my  comrade  broth-er.    Keep  the  step  in  brave  ac  -  cord. 


I 


■i 


^^=^P=^ 


i^^^iS 


■# « « — ffi — i-^_^_^J 


♦   5  *  *   * 


I  I  I 


•^^ 


S 


E 


!^ 


t3t 


« 


■<ii: 


fr-^^^F^-R 


;^^ 


±=t=:^ 


Far  and  wide  its  tones  resound-ing,    And  it   bids  us  march  a  -  way  ; 

And  with  truth's  bright  banner  streaming,     On  to  meet  them  we  must  go; 

In  the  world  there  is    no  oth  -  er      L/ike  the  service   of    the  I/ord; 


^^^^SS 


^^==^ 


3t=i!: 


Q-^ 


:i-- 


r 


^£ 


t-TT 


■^- 


J^ 


:t=t: 


:jE±=t 


1?^- 


-«5^ 


r-i  nv 


i^Es±§^ 


1^12*: 


:t=l: 


For  the  foe,  in  proud  de  -  fi-ance.  Hath  his  standard  dark  unfurled. 
Not  the  least  of    all  shall  quiv-er.  Not    the  weak-est  one  shall  fall, 
Nev-  er  field  vSo  bright  in  glo  -  ry      As    the  bat- tie-ground  with  sin, 

4 


9^ 


iES 


:^^i{fcrjz=^ 
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Hear  the  Trumpet  Call. 


fegj^E^g^^ 


m 


3^ 


-s^ 


But    in  God  is    our   re  -  li  -  ance,    And  He  bids  us  save  the  world. 
For  the  mighty  God,  the  giv  -  er,     Hath  a  victor's  crown  for  all. 
Never  deed  so  great  in    sto-ry  As  the  vie  -  fry  we  shall  win. 


r^i 


i=^E:^^ 


m 


\iS>r 


3t=:|i 


I 


Chorus. 


fr*- 


T—t 


4— ^— I- 


-I— +■ 


^^- 


A — I — V 


^=^ 


^^^^= 


t->- 


t^. 


^,    d    S- 


!^t=^f=i 


Hear  the  trumpet    call,     Forward  march,  ye  conq'ring  legions,  For  ward, 


m 


m 


'^ 


1 — ■'\ 


^m^^^^^^^ 


and 

J. 


all  I 


In  the  cause  of    truth    and      right 


S 


:i= 


^^^- 


-fii 


^ 


W- 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

^^  I    J_J_JJ_^_JL 


# 


J-^J-^^ 


m 


^ 


r^H 


-t-^r 


Strike  the  pow'rs   of    wrong;  L/ighten  up  the  darkened  regions. 

Strike  the  pow'rs  of  wrong, the  pow'rs  of  wrong, Light  up  the  darkened  regions, And 


^ 


»    k    ^ 


t=p:=:t 


I — I — h 


ig 


iJ^ 


4 — I- 


?- 


*EEg 


;^i^ss 


9?^; 


And  with  joy         and         song,  Forward  march  in  Jehovah's  might, 

with  joy  and  song,  with  joy  and  song,        March  in  Je-ho-vah's  might. 


t 


^=kp=F=¥ 


^^^E^^^ 


-0-^—0- 
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The  W^orld  Needs  Men  To-day. 


Frona.  Scott. 


Samuel  W.  Beazlet. 


^^@^^^r^BF" 


J 


?^ 


1.  There's  a   call  comes  ringing    o  -  ver  land    and   sea,     Re-  sist-less, 

2.  L/ift       on  high  your  standard,  let     it    out- ward  wave     In    truth   and 

3.  For  -  ward  march  beneath  the  Cross  of  Cal  -  va    -  ry,  With  cour  -  age 


^iii 


J 


^ 


^^ 


M 


4^*- 


i 


i^ 


m 


'^ 


m^: 


'^^^^m 


loud  and  clear  ;    All   the  foes     of  righteousness  and  lib  -  er  -  ty      Are 
pur   -   i   -   ty,        It    will  tell    the    sto  -  ry  that  the  Christ  will  save     A 
strong  and  true,   For  the  King  has  promised  certain  vie  -  to   -   ry     To 


m 


■^ 


X=X- 


'^-0- 


ijg^^^^^'dd^^i^ii^ 


bold  -  ly  draw-ing  near.  The  mighty  con-flict  rag  -  es  'Round  those  we 
lost  hu-man  -  i  -  ty.  Haste, haste,  for  souls  are  dy-ing  In  sin  and 
those  who  dare  and  do.     With  triumph  songs  ascending.  Your  faith  and 


553^^ 


:^ 


^^m 


i 


m 


f 


m^ 


t=t 


&fe^ 


r 


-\ 

hold  most  dear:  The  world  needs  men  to-day.  The  world  needs  men  to-day. 
sla  -  ver-  y: 
hope  re-new  :  needs  men 


— =1= — p=n: L_C| ^ , ,_ 


:\=:^=t 


#_^_^_^ 


ifei 


v=t 


Chorus. 


-fc^-l  '       I- 


t=^ 


t- 

God       is  call-ing  for  the  faith  -  ful,     Call-ing  for  the  true  and  loy  -  al, 


m 


.^-M 
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The  World  Needs  Men  To-day. 


urn 


d: 


:^ 


Use  small  notes  in  repeat. 

+ 


:^-- 


-w^ 


m 


The  world  needs  men   to-  day,    The  world  needs  men       to   -    day. 


42 


Get  Thee  Behind  Me  Satan. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 
Not  too  fast. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


» 


1.  Get  thee  be  -  hind  me,  Sa  -  tan  I  Thus  spoke  our  tempted   Lord; 

2.  Get  thee  be  -  hind  me,  Sa  -  tan  !  We,    in    the  try  -  ing    hour, 

3.  Get  thee  be  -  hind  me,  Sa  -  tan!  Speak  it  when  sins    al  -  lure; 

4.  Get  thee  be  -  hind  me,  Sa  -  tan!  Vain    is    thy  pleas- ing   voice; 


^^ 


if 


-0 — 0- 


^j: 


^ 


^ 


i^ 


^-i 


t^ 


^ 


^^=:^=i. 


-H=^- 


t 


^ 


Foiled  and  abashed,    the  tempt-er     Fled     at    the   sovereign    word. 
In      Je  -sus'  name  may  con-quer,      By     His     al-might  -  y    pow'r. 
O     how    he  quick  will  leave  you.  This    is     the  prom- ise    sure! 
B   -  vil    no  more  shall  charm  me,     Je  -  sus    is      all     my  choice! 


m 


t=fh=^ 


:t 


* 


s 


t 


p=t=^ 


?=f: 


*^=^ 


1^1 


Bbfkain. 


w^^^^^. 


i±Ef3 


Hail  Thee  !  vie-  to  -  ri  -  ous  Sav-iour,    In  Thee  how  safe  we   stand! 

IN  I  1^-  I 


m^^ 


1^^ 


^ES=^^ 


1^ 


^=^=i 


^ 


3333J; 


I 


■0h-i- 


V^ 


'    How  flies  the   wi   -  ly  tempt  -  er, 
N       N       N       I  N 


m 


3f=n|— i|— i|: 


At   Thy  supreme  com  -  mand  I 

N       N       N       I  N 


3t=3t 


1^^^ 


•— ^ 


t=t 
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E.  E, 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
Moderato. 


Up  and  Be  Doing 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  W.  Leeman. 


J^ 


;^ 


4-ii — ; 


F 


1.  Up  and     be     do  -  ing,     O   friends  of      the  King!  Tal-ents  and 

2.  Up  and     be     do  -  ing,     be     faith-ful      and  true;  Hon -or  your 

3.  Up  and     be     do  -  ing,  Christ   needs  you  to  -  day;  Ivis  -  ten  for 

4      .       J  •       ■ 


^n 


P^- 


ifS"-- =- 


f- 


ser  -  vi  -  ces   cheer  -  ful  -  ly     bring;  Yield-ing     them  all      in     the 
Sav-iour     in       all      that  you       do ;     Man  -  ful  -  ly      bat  -  tie     a- 
or  -  ders  and  prompt-ly       o    -  bey;  Pluck     up     the     bri  -  ars     of 


-0-^ 


9±itej 


r — r 


=F=F= 


IZZl 


i^^EP=g 


■?^- 


^- 


Wi 


spir-it       of      love,  Yielding  them  all      to   the     Mas-ter   a   -  bove. 

gainst  the  world's  wrong,Turn  sighs  of     an-guish  to       ju  -  bi  -  lant  song. 

e   -  vil  and     woe,  Plant  the  sweet  ro  -  ses  with  sunshine  a  -  glow. 


m^ 


^^^ ¥- 


-<5>r-^- 


^^EEpEls^ 


-J — I 


tz=± 


Chohus. 


i 


3^: 


Melody  in  first  Tenor. 


t 


-J^-T. 


Marcato. 

Up     and    be      do  -  ing,    friends  of      the    King 

>        ^         ^ 


Cres. 
1      I/ift     up     His 


^^f^^^^^^^^ 


w 


i=*: 


«: 


^: 


Melody  in  second  Tenor. 


t=t: 


-0 0 0- 


0 — ^_ 


ban-ner,      loy  -  al  -  ly  sing;     Je  -  sus     is    call-ing  for  work-ers   to- 


rr 


i h- 


4— J- 


.X 


I — I- 
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Up  and  Be  Doing, 


W 


if 


m 


^^Ez^f=4: 


day, 


Up    and     be 


> 
do 


^ 


ing;  He'll   show    you     the 


way. 


^ 


Blessed  Bible. 


44 


Mrs.  Phcebe  Palmer.  Melody  in  First  Bass. 

Trio.    First  Tenor  omitted. 

fs-n -r r~^ r:^= 


Annie  F.  Harrison.  Arr. 


m 


23 


1.  Bless-ed     Bi-ble,    how     I  love     it!  How     it  doth  my  spir  -  it  cheer! 

2.  Yes,  I'll     to  my     bosom  press  thee, Precious  word, I '11  hide  thee  here; 

3.  Bless-ed     Bi-ble  I     I     will  hide  thee  Deep, yes, deeper     in      my  heart; 


^^ 


■1-- 


t=t=3- 


f^^^ 


^m 


What  hath  earth  like  this  to  cov  -  et!  O!  what  stores  of  wealth  are  here! 
Sure  my  ver  -  y  heart  will  bless  thee, For  thou  ever  say 'st" Good  cheer  !' 
Thou  thro'  all  my  life  wilt  guide  me,  And  in  death  we  will    not   part; 

Jg-j-f     t       «—rtr-*—f—'>—r' 1— ^ r.-^-, J- 


:^E^ 


^P^ 


-^ 


P 


-M=t=-\: 


Quartet. 


— I — 1^ 


ip: 


^ 


m 


t=3t- 


:t:: 


:|cz:|i: 


1 h- 


Man  was  lost,  and  doomed  to  sorrow.  Not  one  ray  of  light  or  bliss 
Speak,poorheart,and  tell  thy  pondering8,Tell  how  far  thy  rov-ings  led, 
Part  in  death?  no,    never,  nev  -  er!  Thro'death's  vale  I'll  lean  on  thee; 

I        ^    I      I        I       !l  .     ■0-     ^    -0- 


-^ 


t=t 


:^ 


5E^ 


^^ 


^ 


f^f^^^ 


i h 


iyi #-i— # # 1— r-l N 1 1 — , \ 1— r-1- S 1 n 


Could  he  from  earth's  treasures  borrow, Till  his  way  was  cheered  by  this. 
When  this  bookbro't  back  thy  wand'rings, Speaking  life  as  from  the  dead. 
Then  in  worlds  a-bove     for  -  ev  -  er,  Sweeter  still  thy  truths  shall  be. 


-fi; 


!^ 


p^m 
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45     I  Have  Found  the  Fount  of  Gladness, 


Palmer  Haetsough. 


May  be  sung  in  A  or  A-flat. 


Henby  Fillmoeb. 


m 


i^ 


±Ef 


^4rS: 


i= 


95^4 


I  have 

I  have 

I  have 

I  will 


found  the  fount      of     glad-ness, 

found  the  field      of      treas-ure, 

found      a  gra  -  cious  Sav-iour, 

sing  this  great     sal   -  va  -  tion , 


-»-^ 


^tt« 


I  have  drank  the 

I  have  found  a 

I  have  found  a 

I  will  shout  this 


:gi:z=zi-=it= 


jg^^ 


:g= 


±3 


fe 


-1?^-. 


N^N=: 


wondrous  flow, 
pearl  of  price, 
pard'ning  L/ord, 
name  a  -  broad, 


I  have  bid  a  -  dieu  to 
I  have  wealth  be-yond  all 
I  have  found  a  deed  to 
I    will  tell       to       ev  -  'ry 


sad-ness, 

meas-ure, 

heav-en 


I 

In 
In 


na  -  tion      Of 


have 
the 
the 
the 


i5^=£=s 


:t=t=R 


I— i— I H 1 1 »- 


:tJ^ 


*-s=k3. 


Chohus. 


fe=S: 


^ 


^m 


-m^ 


M 


:^ 


t 


con  -  quered     ev  - 
grace     that     doth 
prom  -  ise        of 
bound  -  less      love 


'ry         foe! 

suf  -  fice!         Bless  the  L/ord  I  Bless  the 

His    word! 
of        God!  Bless  the  I^ord ! 


iiSEE 


:f=? 


^^^^^ 


fcf: 


-#-—#- 


^f 


S^st?E 


Si 


^^^^. 


I/ord!  For    He     is     my  Rock,  what-e'er      be  -  fall;  He' 

Bless  the  lyord ! 


s  the 


^  I y — I 1 y— '—I "-- 


\ — J- 


— w 1 


w 


fcS: 


-f- 


£ 


■#-p- 


If 


.1?^ 


lst=t 


?=fes 


might-y     King     of     Glo  -  ry  1     And  He     is      my     All 


stz:: 
All! 


^ 


-b- 


!^ 


1=8^' 


-*^^ 


■^ 
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H.  R.  Trickett. 


Blessed  are  They. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


^^^^i^^fS 


1.  Bless  -  ed 

2.  Bless  -  ed 

3.  Bless  -  ed 


are 
are 
are 


they 
they 
they 


who 
who 
who 


-6* • — 

do  His  com-mand  -  nients, 
do  His  com-mand  -  ments, 
do         His     com-mand  -  ments, 


^^1*1 


^m 


W 


fe$: 


-0-^ 


#-p 


r — \- 


3=?^?: 


They  shall  claim  the     tree 
They  shall  wear  the     robes 
They  shall  stand   be  -  fore 


^t^^-:^=r-f=%=r- 


m 


of       life; 
of      white ; 
the  throne: 

I 


In -to 
In -to 
In -to 


the 
the 
the 

I 


cit 

man 

life 


:=!==: 


.y 

sions 
of 


«£ 


— ^ — «- 


J— n4 


S3 


S=.^f-^: 


.^  ^                 — r— ^- 

they      shall    en     -    ter,     They  are     vie  -   tors       in      the     strife. 

God       will     lead     them,  They  shall  serve    Him  day     and     night, 

joy          e    -    ter    -    nal,     God  shall  claim  them    for     His       own. 


Chords. 


I  SSI        I        I        S    s   I 


Bless       -       ed,     bless     -      ed,         bless      -     ed  are  they, 
Blessed  are  they  who  do  His  commandments,  Blessed  are  they,     Blessed  are  they, 

-^ ^— r#-#-# rr-m-im ^ r#- 


:^: 


«i=t 


■N=N=^=^ 


L^  u^  I      II 


y  y  I 


■J— 4- 


#-^- 


#-^-p-f 


JEf 


■f— y- 


tE^ 


In-to  the  Cit  -  y    they  shall  en  -  ter,  Bless-ed,    bless-ed,  blessed  are  they. 

u  l^  I      I      I       I       I       I       I  ^ 
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47       What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus. 


Joseph  Scriven. 

•#•*      ^  #-  •*- 


W 


Arr.  1  y  J.  B.  Herbert. 


1.  What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Je       -        sus. 

2.  Have  we  trials  and  temp-ta       -       tions, 

3.  Are    we  weak  and  heavy -la        -       den, 


All     our  sins  and  griefs  to 
Is     there  trouble  a  -  ny- 
Cumbered  with  a  load  of 


m 


-» — I 


by — ty — i-y— y— *— F— =■ 


-C^— V- 


V-y- 


1.  What  a  Friend  we  have  in  Je  -  sus, 

2.  Have  we  trials  and  temp-ta  -  tions, 

3.  Are  we  weak  and  heavy-la  -  den, 


All  our 
Is  there 
Cumbered 


^l?4    ' 


5— U—  V^- 


;S: 


^^ 


e 


bear! 

where? 

care? 


What     a    priv-i  -  lege     to     car         -         ry, 
We  should  nev-er     be     dis-cour        -        aged, 
Pre-cious  Saviour,  still  our  ref  -         uge. 


w^^^^^^=^=^m^^ 


sins  and  griefs  to  bear!, 
trou-ble  a  -  ny- where? . 
with  a  load  of  care?. . 


With    a     priv-i  -  lege  to  car  -  ry 
We  should  nev-er  be  dis-cour  -  aged 
Precious  Saviour  still  our  ref  -  uge, 


-^— s<- 


■^— >- 


>;:^ 


e£ 


Ev'rything  to  God  in  pray'r. 
Take  it  to  the  I^ord  in  pray'r. 
Take  it  to  the  I^ord  in    pray'r. 


O  what  peace  we  oft-en 

Can  we  find  a  friend  so 

Do  thy  friends  despise, for- 


j^ifHE^-^j^ipTE^ 


to  God  in  pray'r. 
the  Lord  in  pray'r. 
the  Lord  in  pray'r. 


^ 


TtZJt 
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What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus. 


t===ht 
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for-feit,  O  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
faithful,  Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share?, 
sake  thee?  Take  it  to  the  Ivord  in    prayer, 


All  because  we  do  not 
.  Jesus  knows  our  ev'ry 
In  His  arms  He'll  take  and 


All  be- 
Je-su3 
InHia 


9i 


^ 


5=P=: 


^ 


-^ 


i 


car 

weak 

shield 


ness, 
thee, 


Bv  - 
Take 


'ry-thing  to  God     in 
it     to     the  Ivord  in 


pray  r! 
pray'r! 


Thou  wilt  find  a     shel-ter     there. 


MzE^E^Ei 
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i 


cause  we  do  not  car  -  ry      Ev  -  'ry-thing     to  God     in  pray'r!(to  God  in  pray'r  I) 
knows  our  ev'ry  weak-ness,  Take    it      to     the  Lord  in  pray'r !( the  Lord  in  pray'r!) 
arms  He'll  take  and  shield  thee,  Thou  wilt  find     a    shel  -  ter  there,  (a  shelter  there.) 


9!^-gzCz^£^3^ 


itzzi: 


I 


7^ »-i 

Pleyel's  Hymn. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

IGNACE  J.  Pletel.    Arr,  by  H.  F. 
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W.  Hammond. 
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1.  L/ord,we  come    be-fore  Thee  now; 

2.  L/ord,on  Thee  our  souls  de-pend; 

3.  In  Thine  own     ap-point-ed  way, 

4.  Grant  that  all  may  seek  and  find 


At  Thy  feet  we  humb-ly  bow. 
In  com-pas-sion  now  de-scend. 
Now  we  seek  Thee; here  we  stay; 
Thee  a     God     su-preme-ly  kind; 


9i 
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O     do     not     our  suit  dis  -  dain!  Shall  we  seek  Thee,Ivord,in  vain? 
Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace,  Tune  our  lips     to  sing  Thy  praise. 
Ivord,we    know  not  how  to      go.      Till    a     bless-ing  Thou  be-stow. 
Heal  the     sick,    the  cap-tive    free;    I^et    us     all     re-joice     in  Thee. 
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I  Will  Live  for  Christ. 


Palmer  Haktsough. 
Risoluto. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEE. 
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1. 

I 

will 

live 

for     Christ, 

my 

Sav- 

iour, 

He's 

to 

2. 

I 

will 

stand 

for     Christ, 

my 

Sav  - 

iom-, 

Heed 

not 

3. 

I 

will 

die 

for     Christ, 

my 

Sav- 

iour, 

Death 

nor 

4. 

I 
1 

will 

reign 

with  Christ, 

my 

Sav  - 

iour, 

Saved 

at 

i 

1 
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me  of    life     the    giv  -  er; 

scorn  nor  vile  be  -  hav-ior; 
hell  can  make  me  wav  -  er; 
last  by      His    good  fav  -  or; 


Con  -  stant  will      I  serve  Him, 

Tho'     the   great  may  chide  Him, 

When   the     con  -  flict  ra  -  ges, 

All    this    war  -  fare  end  -  ed. 


t K N a— 
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I,  who  least  de  -  serve  Him,  Thro'  all  good  and  ill  I'll  faithful 
Tho'  all  men  de   -   ride   Him,    For  Him,  tho'   a  -  lone,  I'll  stand  and 

O  thou  Rock  of  A  -  ges!  On  thee  firm  -  ly  plant  -  ed,Will  I 
There,  with  Him  ascend-ed,     Where  all    loy  -  al    hearts   and  true  with 

s    s    s    ^     ^     !        ^    ^    ^^    ^     ^     15  ,s    ,s 
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be         to  Him, My  Ivord,    I'll  serve 

Him; 

\ 

He's     to 

h 
me 

of 

His  great  name  de-fend,     re  -  joic 

-  ing, 

Thro'  all 

scorn 

and 

sing,   the     bat  -  tie  storm  un-heed 

-ing,  ] 

Death  nor 

hell 

can 

Him   shall  ev  -  er  reign,    in     glo  - 

■  ry, 

Saved  at 

last 

by 
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I  Will  Live  for  Christ. 


^m 


Hil 


=t 


I     will     live 
I     will   stand 
I    will    die 


2=t:^±t 


I  ^    I 

life  the     giv  -  er, 

vile     be  -  hav-ior, 

make  me  wav  -  er, 

His  good  fav  -  or, 

I 


for      Christ,  my  Sav-iour. 

for     Christ,   my  Sav-iour. 

for     Christ,  my  Sav-iour. 

I   will    reign     with  Christ,  my  Sav-iour. 


* 


^ 
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Palmer  Habtsough. 


Praise  Ye  the  Lord. 


{Melody  in  Second  Tenor.) 


iffl 


^^ 
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3^^ 


i=i 


Arthurs.  Sullivan. 
Arr.  by  H.  F. 

I— 


s: 


h 

1.  Bright   hosts     in  worlds  a  -  bove,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Mor  -    tals,  who 

2.  He       marks  the  spar-row's  fall,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  He  holds  this 

3.  Thro'        His     a-bound-ing  grace,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Mor  -    tals   shall 

4.  Bright  hosts     in  worlds  a  -  bove,  Praise  ye  the  Lord,  Mor  -   tals,  who 


^i^M 
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know  His 
earth  -  ly 
see  His 
know  His 


love.  Praise 
ball.  Praise 
face,  Praise 
love,  Praise 


ye 
ye 

ye 
ye 


the  Lord; 
the  Lord; 
the  Lord; 
the  Lord; 


Pour  forth,  0     cher-u  -  bim. 

Suns,  in     your  blaz-ing  round. 

In  white  at     His  right  hand, 

Pour  forth,  0     cher-u  -  bim, 


^^ 
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i-?EFfEE.= 


itzit: 
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Your  highest  strains  to  Him,  0  saint  and  ser-a  -  phim.  Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
Show  forth  His  truth  profound, He  placed  your  wondrous  bound, Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
Shall  they  unnumbered  stand,  A  blest,  re-deem-ed  band.  Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
Your  highest  strains  to  Him,  0  saint  and  ser-a  -  phim,  Praise  ye  the  Lord. 
I 


§^fe£g^EEEg 
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m 
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•These  two  measures  may  be  sung  with  or  without  harmony. 
\>e  sung,  ad  lib.  without  harmony. 
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Or,  the  last  verse  may 


51 


Tell  Mother  I'll  Be  There, 


C.  M.  F.  Chas.  M.  Fillmore 

Solo.      (When  inst.  is  used  play  solo  in  treble  clef.) 

fe 


S 


j; 


^ 


i^ 
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I 

1.  When  I 

2.  The'    I 

3.  When  I 


'  I  I 

was     but     a       lit  -  tie  child, how  well   I     rec  -  ol-lect, 
was    oft  -  en    way- ward,  she  was     always  kind  and  good, 
be-came     a      prod  -  i  -  gal    and  left  the  old  roof-tree. 


4.   One   day     a      mes-sage  came  to     me,  it     bade  me  quickly  come, 


^^ 
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F^ 
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3E^ 
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r 

lect, 
rude, 
me, 
home : 


How  I  would  grieve  my  mother  with     my     fol  -  ly     and  neg- 
So      pa-tient,  gen-tle,     lov  -  ing,  when  I      act  -  ed  rough  and 
She     al-most  broke  her  lov  -  ing  heart  in   mourning    aft  -  er 
If         I  would  see   my  moth-er,     ere     the     Sav-iour  took  her 


^^ 


^S 


St 


m 


p^ 


^ 


^ 


It*: 


'^^ 
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And  now  that  she  has  gone  to  heav'n,  I     miss  her   ten-der     care, 

My  childhood, grief  and   tri-als,  she  would  glad-ly    with  me  share. 

And  day  and  night  she  prayed  to  God  to     keep  me     in     His  care , 

I     prom-ised  her,  be  -  fore  she  died,  for     heav-en      to     pre-pare, 

4— 


^&. 


f= 


S 


m 
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Chorus, 
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O         au-gels,  tell  my  moth-er    I'll    be      there.  Tell 
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^te 
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mother 
-0 — 0-^ 
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Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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I'll       be  there,      in   an-swer     to      her  prayer, This  message, guardian 
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Copyrisbt,  1898,  by  Fillmore  Bros,     Cbarlci  M.  Alexander,  owner* 
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Tell  Mother  I'll  Be  There. 


^ 


e^^l^&fc^^M 


^^^ ^ 


an  -  gels,     to      her      bear;  Tell  raoth-er     I'll      be  there,  heav'n's 


^m^^ 
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f^E^Ef± 
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joys  with  her  to  share,  Yes, tell  my  darling  mother  I'll      be  there. 
-      .      ......  '^      '=^         N      I 
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My  Jesus  I  Love  Thee. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor.     A.  J.  Gokdon.  Arr.  by  H.  F. 


pEpJJj^^Epg 


t=:t 


s^^ 
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My  Je  -  sus,  I  love  Thee, I  know  Thou  art  mine;  For  Thee  all  the 
I  love  Thee  because  Thou  hast  first  lov-ed  me,  And  purchased  my 
I'll  love  Thee  in  life,  I  will  love  Thee  in  death,  And  praise  Thee  as 
In  mansions    of    glo  -  ry  and    end-less  de-light,    I'll     ev  -  er      a- 

i 


4 — I 
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T=r- 
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:t=4: 
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fe 
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fol-lies    of     sin        I    re-sign;     My  gra  -  cious  Re-deem-er,    my 
par-don    on  Cal  -   va-ry's  tree;       I    love     Thee  for  wear -ing    the 
long  as     Thou  lendest  me  breath;  And  say     when  the  death-dew  lies 
dore  Thee  in  heav  -  en     so  bright,    I'll  sing  with  the  glit  -  ter-ing 


4 — I- 


■■^ 


:fe3E3 
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-^—0- 
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Sav-iour  art  Thou,  If 

thorns  on  Thy  brow,  If 

cold    on  my  brow,  If 

crown  on  my  brow,  If 


^U 


I 

I 
I 
I 

1       I      I 


ev-  er 
ev  -  er 
ev-er 
ev-  er 


loved  Thee,  my  Je-sus,  'tis  now. 
loved  Thee,  my  Je-sus,  'tis  now. 
loved  Thee,  my  Je-sus,  'tis  now. 
loved  Thee,  my  Je-sus,  'tis  now. 
Kl     1       ^ 
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53        The  Half  Has  Never  Been  Told. 


Feances  R.  Havekgal. 


* 


i=^ 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


R.  E.  HUDSON  = 
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^  '  V         '^         ^  '  T- 

1.  I     know     I  love  Thee  bet-ter,  L/ord,   Than     a  -    ny  earth-ly       joy, 

2.  I     know  that  Thou  art  near-er    still     Than     a  -    ny  earth-ly   throng, 

3.  Thou  hast  put  glad-ness  in     my  heart;  Then  well   may  I       be      glad; 

4.  O      Sav-iour,  precious  Saviour  mine  1  What  will  Thy  presence   be, 

I 


:^=t=f: 
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For  Thou  hast  giv  -  en    me  the  peace  Which  noth-ing  can      de  -  stroy. 
And   sweet-er      is     the  tho't  of  Thee     Than     a    -    ny  love  -  ly      song. 
With-out     the     se  -  cret  of  Thy  love        I       could   not  but     be      sad. 
If      such       a     life     of    joy  can  crown    Our  walk     on  earth  with  Thee. 
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Chorus.  | 
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told, 

yet  been 


The        half 


§^i: 


has 


nev  -  er         yet      been 


told. 


Of 


fc=k=k=: 
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-■^ 


.l_J 1 


love      so     full     and       free;       The       half      has    nev  -  er      yet    been 

—\m—. Is F- 


-r~r 
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it     cleans  -  eth 
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il 


told,  The     blood 

yet  been  told, 
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cleanseth  me. 
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H.  R.  P. 


Yield  Not  to  Temptation. 


Duet. 


^6 


Melody  in  First  Tenor 
{Or  Trio,  if  wanted.) 


H.  R.  Palmer. 
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1.  Yield  not  to  tempta-tion,     For  yielding  is     sin;       Bach  vict'ry  will 

2.  Shune-vil   corn-pan -ions,    Bad  language  disdain;  God's  name  hold  in 

3.  To  him  that  o'er-cometh,    God  giv-eth  a       crown;  Thro'  faith  we  will 


^m 
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fcr 
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lt± 


I        ♦ 
help  you     Some  otli-er  to     win;     Fight  man-ful-ly     on-ward,  Dark 
reverence,  Nor  take  it  in     vain;       Be  thoughtful  and  earnest,  Kind- 
con-quer;     Tho'  oft-en  cast  down ;     He    who  is     our  Sav-iour,   Our 

0-^0- 


^^Z^!?± 


^      f      ^ 


t-\=^- 


'^ 


--^ — K- 
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:it=3t 


passions  subdue,       Look  ev-er    to     Je-sus,  He'll  carry  you    thro'. 

hearted  and  true,     Ivook  ev-er    to     Je-sus,  He'll  carry  you     thro'. 

strength  will  renew, L/Ook  ev-er    to    Je-sus,  He'll  carry  you     thro'. 
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Chorus.    Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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Ask    the  Sav-iour  to  help     you.  Comfort, strengthen  and  keep  you 
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He       is     will-ing  to    aid     you. 
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He   will  car  -  ry  you     thro 
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Katk  Hanket. 


Tell  Me  the  Old  Old  Story. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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Dr.  W.  H.  Doank. 
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1.  Tell  me  the  old,    old  sto   -   ry 

2.  Tell  me  the   sto  -  ry  slow  -  ly, 

3.  Tell  me  the   sto  -  ry  soft  -   ly, 

4.  Tell  me  the  same  old  sto   -   ry, 


±^ 


1^=^ 


Of      un  -  seen  things  a    - 
That    I       may    take      it 
With  ear  -  nest  tones,  and 
When  you   have  cause    to 
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bove, 
in, 

grave; 
fear 
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Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and 
That  won-der  -  ful      re  -  demp-tion,  God's  rem  -  e  -  dy 

Re  -  mem-ber,  I'm  the  sin  -  ner  Whom  Je  -  sus  came 
That  this  world's  emp-ty      glo   -  ry        Is     cost  -  ing  me 


His  love, 
for  sin. 
to  save, 
too    dear. 
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As    to        a        lit  -  tie     child; 
For    I  for  -  get    so      soon ; 

If      you     would  real-ly      be. 
Is      draw-ing     on     my     soul, 


Tell  me     the  sto  -  ry         sim  -  ply, 
Tell  me    the  sto  -  ry        oft  -  en, 
Tell  me     the  sto  -  ry  al  -  ways, 

Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glo-ry 
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For    I      am  weak  and 

The  ear  -  ly  dew    of 

In    an  -  y  time    of 

Tell  me    the  old,     old 


^ 


wea  • 
morn- 
trou  ■ 
sto   - 


•  ry.  And  help  -  less  and      de  -  filed, 
•ing  Has  passed     a  -  way      at     noon. 

•  ble,     A    com  -  fort  -  er       to     me. 

ry:   "Christ  Je  -  sus  makes  thee  whole.** 
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Chorus. 
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Tell  me  the  old,  old  sto 


^ 


*3r»iz!i: 


ry.       Tell    me  the  old,     old  sto 


^^ 


ry, 


^^ 


ill^ 


tJ-i — r 

Copyrirht.  1867,  by  W.  H.  Dome. 
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Tell  Me  the  Old  Old  Story. 
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-i± 


^ 


:^: 


7^f^if 


n± 


:p 


tt 


-t=Ut 


Tell     me  the  old,  old     sto    -    ry       Of      Je  -  sus      and  His     love. 

■•-■#--  I2-         _■#•■#•■#■  I  I  I 
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Jesus  Keep  Me  Near  the  Cross, 


Fanny  Crosby. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor 


m 


--■t 


Dr.  W.  H.  Doane. 


^ 


* 


i 


:i=i 


— ^—^ — -^ 

1.  Je  -  sus, keep  me  near     the  cross :  There     a     pre-cious  fount-ain, 

2.  Near  the  cross,  a     trembling  soul,     L/Ove  and  mer  -  cy  found    me  ; 

3.  Near  the  cross!  O  lyamb  of     God,    Bring  its  scenes  be  -  fore    me; 


m 


fi=t 


:J=i=i 


m 


?3 


-^£E^ 


X 


J=i 


t 


^Et 


Free    to     all,     a     heal  -  ing  stream, Flows  from  Calvary's  mountain. 
There  the  bright  and  morning  star      Sheds  its  beams    a  -  round  me. 
Help  me  walk  from  day      to     day,    With   its  shad-ows     o'er      me. 

A- 


•rr — 'f=t 


^ 


^^=f=^ 


^ 


Chorus. 


-^^ 


^_E^ 


*=t 


;ei 


In      the  cross,     in 


the    cross.    Be       my    glo  -  ry         ev  -    er, 

__« «_i - • ^ .^ 


m^ 


*=5: 


f==5=f 


tnuzj 


^^ 


-^E^ 


IHS 


Till     my   rap-tured  soul    shall  find    Rest     be-yond  the     riv   -    er. 

S      I    1^ . ^N I . I U 


:t=i 
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Onward  Christian  Soldiers. 


Sabine  Babing-Gould. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

Arthur  Sullivan.    Arr,  by  H.  F. 


W^ 


:i=q: 


^-^— ^ 


# — ^ — ^ — ^ 

■I I I L: 


1 h 


1.  Onward, Christian  soldiers!  March-ing  as     to     war,  With  the  cross  of 

2.  Ivike  a  might -y      ar  -  my  Moves  the  Church  of  God ;  Brothers,  we   are 


1 


;3^^^ 


■4-1       I  — F: 


g^-E^^^i^^ 


3.  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, But  the  Church  of 

4.  Onward,  then, ye     peo-ple,  Join  our  happy  throng;  Blend  with  ours  your 


d: 


+— J- 


4 \ 1 


^ 


S 


«i=* 


i 


:p=^ 


:t:=t=:t 


g^feiggg 


9-fr 


^ 


Je    -   sus        Go  -  ing  on   be  -  fore;  Christ,the   roy-al      Mas   -  ter, 
tread-ing     Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are    not  di  -   vid   -    ed, 


^. 


1=^1= 


^=^3: 


t=.-x 


^z^ 


Je    -   sus       Con-stant  will  re  -  main ;  Gates  of    hell  can   nev  -   er 
voic  -  es  In     the  tri-umph  song;     Glo-ry,  laud  and  hon  -  or, 


-a- 


>- 


:t=t 


£ 


:l:=t 


F^F=J^ 


:£ 


r 


I       I 


m 


r— I— r 


■rrrr 


^!irr-rr- 


s: 


I/eads  against  the  foe;  Forward  in -to     bat  -  tie. 
All  one  bod-y      we,    One  in.  hope  and  doctrine, 


See  His  banners  go! 
One  in  char-i  -  ty. 


ilEf^E^: 


±=t 


EtE^ 


-^-0—ft. 


:t=t=± 


'Gainst  that  Church  prevail.  We  have  Christ's  own  promise. 
Unto  Christ,  the  King,  This  thro'  countless  a-ges 


,And  that  cannot  fail. 
Men  and  angels  sing. 


— I ' i 1 1 ' « 


~±;-rzLz:r: 


I      I      I 


I 
Refkain. 


i 


±=t 


m 


On-ward,  Christian  sol 


diersi       Marching     as       to      war. 


t=X 


-^--tjS — -^— !-d- 


^-# 


•JSL 
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On-ward,  Christian  sol 

_. i___J 


6i=t: 


diers  I       Marching 
-d #        # 


(6^ 


as       to      war, 


^-+ 


Onward  Christian  Soldiers 


^ 


:p=t: 


.^__i 


4^ 


With   the    cross     of 


Je 


sus, 


Go  -  ing      on         be  -  fore. 


9-f- 


£ 


^^^t 


1 


With   the    cross     of         Je 

■^  I 


?=? 


sus,  Go  -  ing      on         be  -  fore. 


J^ 


9i 


r=t: 


*FE 


^=f 


58     Master  Speak  Thy  Servant  Heareth. 


Feances  R.  Havekgal. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOBE. 


i=X 


m 


^ 


1.  Master,speak  I  Thy  servant  heareth, Ivonging  for  Thy   gra-cious  word, 

2.  Of  -  ten  thro'  my  heart  is  peal-ing  Many  an-oth  -  er  voice  than  Thine; 

3.  Master, speak  I  I  do  not  doubt  Thee,  Tho' so  tear-ful  -  ly       I     plead; 

4.  Speak  to  me     by  name,  O  Mas-ter,  Let  me  know  it      is       to      me ; 


^&^ 


^ 


i^ztt 


■-l=t 


^=tpz=^p 


i5zfzztt= 


P 


:ij=^ 


:4=i: 


h5=-^ 


S=F. 


^^ 


■5^ 


Ivonging  for  Thy  voice  that  cheereth;  Master,    let     it  now    be  heard. 
Many  an  un- willed  ech-o    steal-ing  From  the  walls  of  this,  Thy  shrine. 
Saviour, Shepherd!  O,  without  Thee  L/ife  would  be  a  blank  in  -  deed. 
Speak,  that  I  may  fol-low    fast-  er,  With  a  step  more  firm  and  free, 


-T— a— 15» 


^^ 


t—t-tr'  r 


:N=qN: 


t=^\: 


-#-^-»- 


■f— r 


m 


^ 


:^ 


mm 


-0-,    -0-     ^ 


^\?^- 


I     am   listening,  Ivord,for  Thee;  What  hast  Thou  to  say  to     me? 
Ivet  Thy  longed-for  ac-cents  fall;     Mas-ter,  speak, and  si-lenceall. 
But  I     long   for     full  -  er     light,  Deep-er  love  and  clearer     sight. 
Where  the  Shepherd  leads  the  flock,     In  the  shad-ow  of      the     rock. 


■0-     -0-     ^'  #.   if: 
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59 

NOEMAN  MACLEOD, 


Courage  Brother! 


J.  W.  Lbem\n. 


mm^m 


J 


I 


-\— 


1,  Cour-age,  broth- er,       do       not  stum-ble,     Tho'     thy  path     be 

2,  Trust     no     love  -  ly      forms    of     pas-sion,  Friends  may  look  like 

3,  Per    -   ish     pol  -   i     -      cy      and  cun-ning,     Per  -   ish    all      ^-hat 

^. J ^- 


^^. 


lip— — # — « »- 


f- 


?H 


y4T~C3=B 


^^ 


dark         as  night;      There's  a         star      to      guide      the    hum  -  ble: 

an    -   gels  bright;    Trust     no        cus  -  tom,  school    or      fash-  ion: 

fears        the  light;      Wheth-er        los  -  ing,  wheth  -  er      win  -  ning: 


^^. 


^ 


y^^^ 


■i — t^—^ — ■- 


if. 


^^ 


*  'Trust  in  God  and      do  the  right. "  I^et  the  road  be  rough  and  dreary, 

*  'Trust  in  God  and      do  the  right.  "Some  will  hate  thee, some  will  love  thee 
'"Trust  in  God  and      do  the  right."  Trust  no  party,  sect     or  fac  -tion, 

I        I 

;r=ij— i 


^ 


^—4- 


0^-^ 


-« — #i ^ 


m 


:'±rt 


r-v 


And  its  end   far     out       of  sight,  Foot  it   brave-ly  :  strong  or  wea-ry, 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight;  Cease  from  man  and  look  above  thee, 
Trust  no  lead-ers     in      the  fight,  But  in  ev  -  'ry   word  and  ac  -  tion, 


^: 


J 1 


§ifc 


-< — m- 


*=(:: 


■^E^ 


^ 


i^^ 


:=E^^i-|::zfi±; 


Trust  in  God,  trust    in  God,    Trust  in  God  and      do 


^ 


^3 


l^ 
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?±EiEi 
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feEfe^ 
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the  right. 
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Can  He  Count  On  You? 


Eleanor  Allen  Schroll. 


J.  H.  Fillmore, 


I 


EE&^^f^im 


S 


1.  In     the   bat  -    tie's     din,  With     the  hosts     of        sin,     Will   you 

2.  When  the  fields    a  -  wait,  When    the  work    is      great,  When  the 

3.  Should  He  call     to    -  day,  Would  you  glad  -  ly        say      Here  am 


mi^^. 


M 


-H— 


i 


.^.-1. 


t 

bear      His      ban  -  ner    thro'?  When  the  foe  is  strong.  When  the 

la    -   bor    -    ers      are      few;     When  the  eas    -  y  way      Leads  the 

I         Thy    work       to      do;      Then  thro'  good  or  ill,        Will  you 


m 


^ 


i;3t 


:^ 


^ 


V- 


m^.^=^E^ 


i=^ 


Chorus. 


-«— *- 


:i=:^ 


:s^ 


^T— ■- 


r 


strife      is      long,     Can    the     Mas  -  ter     count    on     you? 
crowd     a    -  stray.  Can    the     Mas  -  ter     count    on     you?     Will 
do       His      will?   Can     the     Mas  -  ter     count     on     you? 


^^ 


you 

K 


i: 


m 


ig 


^ 


1=^ 


g=g 


-■F 
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In  the  cause    of 


m 


then     be      true?     Can  He  count    on    you? 

,         !        J 


right, 


^^ 


:g ^ 


^i 
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i 


^E^ 


'^ 


#^ 


-0— 


ifcrq; 


* 


-^r 


m 


Will  you  brave  -  ly       fight?    Can  He  count,  can  He  count  on    you? 

4_t /LA  I 


^^^ 
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F^-f^V^ 


teE^ES 


Copyrisht,  1913,  by  Tb?  fiUgiore  Bros.  Co.     International  copyrieht. 

^  "  '  (63) 


61 


Life  is  a  Battle. 


Palmer  ETabtsough. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOBE. 


^^^^m 


j K 


^=^i=pi: 


'^^m 


1.  This  life   is     a     bat  -  tie  of  right  with  the  wrong,  And  soldiers  must 

2.  This  life   is    a     bat  -  tie,  and  we're  in  the  field  With  ar  -  mor  of 

3.  This  life   is     a     bat  -  tie,  and   for -ward  we  go,      The  ar  -  mies  they 


^M^ 


m& 


^ 


#H €— #- 


31—4—^- 


S     N 


^^^^^^^^^ 


t 


all  of  us  be  The  foe,  he  is  wi  -  ly,  the  foe  he  is  strong, But 
truth  and  of  right ;  The  sword  of  the  Spirit,  the  weapon  we  wield,  For 
shout  and  they  sing;  At  His  or-der  we  fall  on  the  ranks  of  the  foe.    And 

\ .  I       K       N       S     N  ,    N      N      N 


-H—A—A- 


t±~t=tM 


§^ 


m 


i 


t^^=$ 


^:a!=iit 


-izz^ 
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-&— y- 


m. 


s= 


iHp^ 


■1^^— .■: 


Chorus. 


I^i 


J^ 


-s'-y- 


5 


Je  -  sus,how  mighty     is      He  I 

God  and  His  kingdom  we  fight.     Yes,     Je  -  sus  our  Captain,  how 

conquer  thro'  Je-sus  our   King. 


rrq— N K N a a 1"^"! f 


■\y.   ^ F F F F F F — \^- — ^ — ft —  ^- 

¥-]}     ^     \j     J     i>     \j     if    \s ,    ^— l-b— F»— -g — »     \J     \J 


£-[  r  g  g^g^ 


is^iS-E^^IEEj^^^EIEg^Ef 


S^ 


-tt— fc- 


— y 5*— y 1 ^ 

glo  -  rious  is     He  I     O,     hail   Him  with  lofty       ac  -  claim!     The 


i^SES 


*-.- 


I^EEg 


:t=:t: 


:t=n 


It: 


I: 


i 


=s=(? 


:iSS^^^?; 


#-=-#-# — #- 


:pE^hPi=^ 


•    •  t/    >      1/^1/ 


■j;-!/-r- 


N     -►• 


E?SW]1 


-^-y--^-^ 


battle  is  on,aiid  His  soldiers  are  we,  And  vict'ry  we'll  win  in  His  name. 
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Palmer  Habtsough. 


Spirit  Divine, 

Melody  in  First  Bass. 


Hbnby  Fillmobb. 


*=i- 


M- 


f:==:|=^=^=fzt=cz^—r, 


f===(^=i(=3( 


1.  Spir-it      di  -  vine,    from  heav'na-bove,    Come,       O 

2.  Spir-it      di  -  vine,        O    hear  our  call,       Ivow       we 

3.  Spir-it      di  -  vine.  Thou  canst  give  pow'r  O'er        all 


l^=-r-4 


m^^T---s 


fe 


^^m 


:^ 


^ 


come, 

bow; 

sin; 


f± 


nrr 


^^^ 


4 


M 


^a,i 


Make  in     each  heart,      O    sa  -  cred  Dove,    Thy    blest    home.      O 

In  meas  -  ure    full        up-on    us      fall,    Bless      us       now.       O 

Grant  that  God*s  hosts  each  day  and  hour,     Vic-  fries      win.       O 


PS 


m 


'^1 


^-^ 


Chorus. 
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isf— — '^— — ^ — —  -©•— ^ — ff-^ — A 


-^^-M 
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Ho 
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ly         Spir    -   it 
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■t 
from 

ztzz 


a      -       bove, 


(2- 


Now      de- 
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Tg-y-^^^-  .— ' ig-; ' W 


~^ 


P 
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* 


iji^ 


2=^^=3 


scend      with    light     and 


love;  Then      to     God,  whom    we 

O  fill  us ; 


^gagppgaggggis 


5=^^=^ 
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Mrs.  Ohman. 


Jehovah  Reigns, 


J.  W.  Lerman. 


f=F=F= 


1.  Tho'  stars  should  fall  and  earth  should  shake, Tho'  floods  should  rise  and 

2.  Should  choicest  things  too     fleet-ing  prove,    A     faith  -  ful  friend  have 

3.  The    Ivord   of  heav'n,what   can     ap  -  pall?  What  need  -  less  woe    on 


m^ 


#-#- 


S 


i 


#— ^ 


ii 


2Ef^«^ 


^fef=y 


mountains  quake,  Tho'  suns  their  spheres  should  all  for  -  sake — Je- 
we  a  -  bove ;  An  arm  to  shield,  a  heart  to  love — Je- 
Him     can     fall?  What  cher-ished   sin     can     Him     en  -  thrall — Je- 


* 


* 


« 


^=^ 


m^. 


ho       -      vah  reigns!  Tho'  sin     and  shame  our  hearts    be-wail,  Tho' 

ho       -      vah  reigns  I  Then  trem-ble    ye    who   dwell     in  vice,    Watch 

ho       -      vah  reigns  I  L/et     glit-t'ring  stars  the   lan-guage  spell,  While 

■^1-  -      I 


M 


-^^ 


urn 


"~i — ^ 


* 


t==t 


P=f 


*=|E 


right  and  jus-tice  seem  to  fail.  Yet  truth  is  sure  and  must  pre-vail- 
ye  who  mourn  sin's  bitter  price.  Ye  blood-bought  sons, rejoice,  rejoice- 
rock  and  sea,  and  mount  and  dell,  And  heav'nand  earth  the  chorus  swell- 


9fc 


-^ ^- 


t^^^rfe^ 
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^^1 


1^ 
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F=F= 


t=x. 


Je    -   ho     -      vah  reigns,        Je  -   ho  -  vah        reigns! 

The  great  Je  -  ho-vah   reigns.      The  great, the  great  Je   -  ho-vah  reigns! 
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Bright  Galilee, 


Palmer  Haetsough.  Melody  in  First  Bass.  J.  H.  Fillmoeb. 

kg::» — » — > — J J— F>» — ^^^      7T—^f=^w=^n «- 
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tt=t: 
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D.C.-Bright  Gal  -  i  -  lee, 

2.  Bright  Gal  -  i  -  lee, 

3.  Bright  Gal  -  i  -  lee, 


I f- 

0  6eaM  -  ti 
O  beau  -  ti 
O     beau  -  ti 
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fal 
ful 
ful 


■F^ 
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sea, 
sea. 


III' 
i/o^(;     Je  -  sus     our 
Our     Sav-iour     did 
The  storm  in       its 

fi—^0 ^ f^ 


It 
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XorJ   d*c^     love     thee!   When  tJiy  S('ftJtow,    Was  mur-mur-ing  low,    And 
preach  be- side    thee    Pre-cepts  so  pure,  And  proni-is  -  es  sure,  What- 
wrath  swept  o'er  thee!  Death  was  so  near,  And  men  were  in  fear,  While 


^gfc 


-S- 


(22- 


F 


-la- 


fcs::f=fij=P 
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Melody  in  First  Tenor. 
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listened  the  skies  a  -  hove  thee!       On    thy  sil  -  v'ry  waves   a  -  float, 
ev  -  er  of  fate     be-tide   thee  I       There  He  spoke  the  precious  word, 
tearful  the  clouds  wept  o'er  thee  !  Peace ;  be  still, He  gent  -  ly     said. 


P=t=t=t 
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Gal 


In      the  light  -  ly      tilt    -   ing   boat, 
There  His  teach-ings  blest       we    heard, 
Rag  -  ing  winds,  how  quick    they  fled, 


31^! 


lee,  Bright 
lee,  Bright 
lee.     Bright 

~4 -4- 


jg g=g: 
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Gal 
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Gal 
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— ^ 
Our     Sav  -  iour  loved  to 
Where  Je    -   sus  loved  to 
How     kind    He  spoke  to 


i  -  lee, 
i  -  lee, 
i  -   lee, 
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The  Fight  is  On. 

Melody  in  First  Tenor. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Mokkis. 


Mrs.  C.  H 

M. 
1 

J 

1 

Arranged  by  Hknky  Fillmore. 
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1.  The  fight 

2.  The  fight 

3.  The  Lord 

1^        1 

is 

is 
is 

on, 

on, 

lead 

1 

the    trum-pet  sound     is  ring  -  ing  out,  The 

a   -  rouse,  ye     sol-diers  brave  and  true,  Je- 

-  ing       on      to     cer  -  tain  vie   -  to  -  ry,     The 
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cry     **To  arms"  is  heard     a  -  far     and   near;         The  Lord  of      hosts 
ho    -  vah  leads,  and  vie  -  tory  will     as -sure;  Go  buck-le        on 

bow      of     prom  -  ise  spans  the  east  -  ern  sky ;  His  glo  -  rious  name 


t^- 


■W=^^W:^=X 
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is     marching    on      to     vie  - 
the     ar  -  mor  God    has  giv  ■ 
in       ev  -  'ry  land  shall  hon- 


to  -  ry.    The     tri  - 
en    you.  And     in 
ored  be,     The  morn 


-V 


umph     of 
His  strength 
will    break. 


the 
un- 
the 


m 


t       V     I        I —I 1: 


^ 


t——t 


rr^ 


t;  '^ 


— -N- 


Chorus.      Unison.  * 


f 


atT=tE=fc 


9* 


right  shall  soon  ap  -  pear, 
to  the  end  en  -  dure 
dawn    of      peace     is    nigh 


The  fight  is         on, 


Chris  -  tian 


ifEE 


?=P 


i 


J — F** ^-, — ' — ^H — ^ — ^ 


&— y- 


iiE, 


sol  -  dier.  And  face     to    face 


stern     ar  -  ray, ....   With  ar-mor 


:(L^ 


-I -f H- 


tf-^h— r 


r 


*In  the  absence  of  piano  or  organ  the  small  notes  may  be  sung  as  an  accompaniment . 
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The  Fight  is  On. 


t=-t^ 


-^---W-h^-^: 


-p-^- 


:t=t; 


^_^_^ 


^^ 


gleaming, 
I  I 


and  colors  streaming, 


The  right  and  wrong  engage  to 


I 1 0- —  y — P- — ^-^ — ^— ^1 ^ 1 -* — '-i — •* — "-I ' 1 f 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

-0 #-- — 0- 


5z=zt^^: 


day; 


The  fight  is 


on,      but         be      not 


-?-•— ^ 


wea 


t=t 


.^..i_^ 


-^ — 0A- 


f^^s 


^-"Sy.-r, 


5=^ 


^ 


Be  strong  and  in    His  might  hold  fast; 


:tz^: 


If  God    be     for       us, 
vie- fry! 

0 0 


-i — r 


^  \^ 


^  V    ; 


tf— p- 


-#-1- 


i 


His  ban-ner  o'er      us.  We'll  sing  the  vie 
vie  -  fry! 


tor's    song      at      last. 


9fc 


-^±^ 


:t=2± 


^^^r 


'^. — i- 


^—^ 


£EE*EE£ 


Fg^ei 


r^n' 


i 


66 


Lord  Dismiss  Us. 


J.  H.  F. 


-^0—0—0—\ — pp— P=i — p=Pk— * — * — ^^F^ — * — .g— fF'^ — F<g=11 


^  Ivord, dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 

\  Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  :  \    A 

j  Ivet  us  each  Thy  love  possessing, 

\  Triumph  in  redeeming  grace. 

I       I       I       I 

:it=it=i^=t 


n^m 


■^-A- 


^E^l^^ 


67 

Mks.  Fbank  a.  Bbeck 


Make  Me  a  Child  of  the  Morning. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


m- 


--h 


S  N  N  I 


:i 


W.  A.  Post. 

N     N  h  .^  I 


L-     ^ 


r-^'-r,- 


ii-4-ii-w 


^  .  -_  5  ^    I      \   ^ ^\  ^  ^  I  ^   \^^ 

1.  Make  me  a  child  of  the  morning,  Bringing  the  brightness  of  day, 

2.  Make  me  a  child  of  the  morning,     Ban-ish-ing  sad-nessof      night 

3.  Make  me  a  child  of  the  morning,     Anywhere  shadows  may     be; 

Make  me  a   child,  etc. 


:t=zt^z^z^t=:ttt 


-p— -y-y-y-^-^- 


I 


N  ,N  N 


W=^ 


;-;- 


^_^_ 


is 


Banishing  shadows  of  sad-ness,         Driving  all  tear-stains  away. 
Bid  me, dear  Ivord,to  keep  shining,  Showing  the  on-ly  true  lyight. 
Brightly  a  bea-con  light  shining,     Guiding  the  wand'rer  to  Thee. 


Make  me  a  child  of  the  morning,     I^ending  a  sunshine  for    Thee, 


^^^ 


"^ 


0-0-0-0 0-rP- 

-\ 1 ',—0—0- 


■y-y-y- 


N  N  N 


tzit: 


^qcjiit-^: 


-W-W   W-0- 


m 


fc^: 


-0-0- 


\    0 


-y- 


g 


^it^}- 


-y— •— ^ 
Blending  in  nature's   adorning,    Helping  the  blind  ones  to     see;. 


§a^ 


£ 


» 0-0-0- 


?=E?feJ^? 


5=K;ffi» 


^^?=F 


N  N  S  I 


^    I 
:i!rr-*- 


ii 


^  tempo. 


^ 


■V — y- 


U  Iti,     u 


^-^ 


L^_ 


Striving  to  make  the  world  better, Teaching  the  sad  ones  to  sing; 


^^ 


M^^- 


-y-y-u- 


:t-j 


r  I 


tM- 
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Mr 


Make  Me  a  Child  of  the  Morning, 


^^^t 


mm 


Make  me    a  child  of    the  morn-ing,    Re-deem    -  er,  King  I 

Redeemer, Redeemer  and  King! 

■^       -^       1^     -      ■#-.     H-         ■•-#■♦-      ^    N    K      1^ ,  I 

->-^-^ — \ — ! — l-h#-^— J-^-  J 


-^-ni-ii-^ 


68      Take  the  Name  of  Jesus  With  You. 


Lydia  Baxter 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


De.  W.  H. 


D  1/ 

1.  Take  the  name  of  Je-sus  with  you,  Child  of     sorrow  and  of     woe; 

2.  Take  the  name  of  Je-sus     ev  -  er.       As     a  shield  from  ev'ry  snare ; 

3.  O     the  precious  name  of  Je  -  sus  !  How  it  thrills  our  souls  with  joy, 

4.  At    the  name  of  Je-sus  bow  -  ing,  Fall-ing  prostrate   at  His  feet, 


^^M 


-•— 


:^ 


^SE^tc 


_,«__^_ 


f 


s: 


^^^m^^^^^^^. 


It     will  joy  and  comfort  give   you.  Take  it, then,  where'er  you  go. 
If     temptations  round  you  gath-er,  Breathe  that  holy  name  in  prayer. 
When  His  loving  arms  re-ceive  us,  And  His  songs  our  tongues  employ. 
King  of  kings  in  heaven  we'll  crown  Him,  When  our  journey  is  complete. 


^^^^ 


CHOKU8. 


i^S 


■-'.-■t 


-Sh- 


.^-i_-^- 


^^Ig 


-J31 


Pre-cious  name,         O  how  sweet  I     Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heav'n; 
Precious  name,     O  how  sweet! 


^M 


m 


I 


3=^- 


-JU 


tznt=t=4 


^ 


-5/—^ 


^- 


^—^ 


^^r^t 


Precious  name,  O  how   sweet  1  Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heaven. 

Precious  name,0  how  sweet, how  sweet! 

N 


Copyrieht,  1898,  by  W   "   Doare.     Used  by  permission. 
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Palmer  Hartsough. 
Duet. 


Sweet  Saviour  Mine, 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


^ — K- 


al « «- 


3!=it 


1.  Sweet  Saviour  mine, 

2.  Sweet  Saviour  mine, 

3.  Sweet  Saviour  mine, 

Inst. 


so  full,  so  free, .  . 
Thy  feet  to  kiss .  .  . 
can    I     with-hold . . 


.  Thy  pardoning  love 
. .  In  serv-ice  low 
.  The  trifling      deed, 


li^ 


S£ 


W^-9 ^ 


:*P-^ 


i 


5—- ^ 


■R=* 


#% 


•  ^       ^       ^  ^'  ^       k'            _ 

has  been  to  me; ....  Were    I    possessed, 

is  high-est  bliss;...      O,   give  to      me. 

the  pal-try  gold? .  . .  Nay,  low-ly        at .  . 


:it=t^ 


of  boundless  store,     . 
.  one  glance  of  Thine, 
.      Thy  feet  I      fall, .  .  . 


My  heart  would  long 
And  pain  for  Thee 
Sweet  Saviour  mine, 


to  yield  Thee  more, 
is  joy  di  -  vine. 
I  give  Thee      all. 


^ 


■^* 


4-^—7- 


The  world  is  naught  a- 

1       ^  .      ^      N      N 


« 


^ 


3^^ 


part  from  Thee, sweet  Saviour  mine, And  crusts     are  king-ly     fare 


:iJ=C 


for 


I        i        I :t=j 

-0 # • # — » 


^ — ^- 


3^ 


jizzik      k     ^:=^ 


tuiji: 


fefeM=feNEEt 


am     Thine;     My  life, 


my    all,     to     Thee     I 


.^Z=I7 


-I 1 S H J^^ 


-y y- 


1 
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Sweet  Saviour  Mine, 


^^NNNU^ap^^^^^^:^; 


1^  K    » 


m 


;iPg 


^ 


^*=t!*: 


give,  Sweet  Sav-iour  mine,  for  Thee     to  live, 

to  Thee  I  give, 

,N    -      -      -> 


to     Hve. 


t 


^^ 


^33 


-r— t— r 


:t 


w-v- 


|>      U;      y      L^        u5 


t--^^ 


J.  H.  FiLLMOKE. 


70 


I  Am  His  and  He  is  Mine 


Ei-EANOR  Allen  Schboll.      Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


S^^i 


i 


^ 


:^ 


:s: 


1.  Je  -  sus  keeps  me,0  how  pre  -  cious!  Sweet  communion  here  have  we; 

2.  Grace  and  mercy  nev-er  ceas  -  ing.      He      is  shedding  on     my  way; 

3.  I        am  His,     O  blest  as-sur  -  ance  I  Burst  my  soul  with  rapture  sweet : 


-i«= 


^ 


--f=K 


Wt±^- 


£ 


^^=^^^^B 


^^^ 


-^ 


■sir 

O  the  perfect  peace  of  dwell-ing,  I  in  Him, and  He  in  me. 
He  has  made  my  heart  His  temple,  lyife  is  rich  -  er  day  by  day. 
He     is  mine, O  wondrous  sto  -  ry!     Ivove     a-maz-ing,  joy   complete. 

N 


iiSEE^ 


■:ir=t 


\ 4- 


f=-f=.^^^^$E^E$E:l 


SI 


-y— y- 


TSr 


Chorus. 


1 — 1~ — s — J  #  s — 5— 

r-^ 1 

r* 

_j — , — j9 

r?5 1 

\t   f  *     f    S    «    T    T 

h                ^ 

p  • 

9     ^     \      »     f 

■^     i 

^    \        y     \      \      J     y 

r 

TO 

■       i>     1 J     p     '•     i 

^r?       1 

1             r 

^     L^     r,     F     b 

"^        H 

Je  -  sus     in  my  heart  a  -  bid 

r 
-ing. 

0 

^     1^     y 

the  taste  of     joy  di  -  vine; 

r     9    f-    T  \kf    -^ 

^          /d 

•  • 

L     2     L     !     ^r 

^•i      I                  '1 

i             \ 

1        r     r     r     p     u 

■^   \i     m    •      m       'm       m       m       • 

u/     L/     L'     1 J     r 

■<^     ■- 

J            ! 

1         V     -^     '^     '\^     ')^ 

a 

^ 

:::::^ 


^ia 


■S* ST- 

On     His  bosom  safe-ly     hid  -  ing, 

I  N     S      N      ,s      S        I Y- 


I       am  His,  and  He     is  mine. 


m^=^- 
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A  Loyal  Gideon  Band. 


Fkona  L.  cJcott. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 


fl- 


13 


^ 


« 


itzU: 


g 


r-^- 


Henby  Fillmore. 
A- 


S=i 


^m 


r  •  ••  r   u 

1.  We're     a     loy  -  al      Gid-eonBand,fight-ing  for     our     na  -  live  land, 

2.  At      the  front  we '11  take  our  stand, fight-ing    at    the  King's  command, 

3.  Men       of  cour  -  age,  men  of  truth,  stal-wart  men  and    buoyant  youth, 


P^S 


-& 


ib=j— F 5=E±^|-       u_[3 i^l !>L-Lit 


i=i 


3^^: 


;i 


— t/— ' ^ 

we     will    not  turn   our  back     to      an  -  y 
our  eyes      up  -  on    the    glo-rious  com  -ing 
to  make    our  land  from  wrong  and  e  -   vil 


And 

With 

Help 


pi^ 


^t: 


t.    *. 
:t=t= 


i 


foe;  (to  an-y  foe;) 
day,  (the  coming  day,) 
free;  (and  evil  free;) 

I 


J 


i^fe^^ 


f=P:=:t=t: 


f— r-r- b      I 


^=^^ 


^ 


I  '  ^ 

a  -  lone     by     hu-man  might  do       we  hope 
the  Sun     of     Righteousness,  ris  -  ing  all 
and  join  our    ranks  to-day,  come,  en -list 


I 

Not 

When 

Come 


I 
to     win   the  fight, 
the  world  to  bless, 
with-out     de  -  lay, 


m. 


it;=U=.t 


3^ 


./-, 


^ 


Id: 


-Nt- 


-?-«-?- 


^ 


m 


But     our  God  will  give     the  vie  -  to  -  ry,     we  know, 
Ivifts  and  scat-ters  clouds  of  dark-ness  all 
'Neath  the  en  -  sign    of      the  Man     of  Gal  - 


way, 
lee. 


we    know, 
a   -  way. 
Gali  -  lee. 


&^ 


3= 


n     Chorus. 


I  I 
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A  Loyal  Gideon  Band. 


I 


;^ 


i^— • 


:=S=i^: 


m 


As       we     march     to 


I 

vie  -  to 


ry, 


'Neath    the      ban  -   ner 

-r— r-  ^ 


ii^ 


Pg 


of         our     L/oy   -   al     Gid    -   eon    Band,        (bur        band.) 


^ 


g-^-^-fl 


:^ 


72 


Cast  Thy  Burden  On  the  Lord. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 


John  Cennick.    Geo.  Rawson. 


L.  M.  GoTTSCHALK.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 


1.  Cast  thy  bur-den     on  the  Ivord, 

2.  Kv   -  er     in    the    raging  storm 

3.  Cast  thy  bur-den     at   His  feet : 

4.  He    will  gird  thee  by  His  power, 


r 

On  -  ly  lean  up  -  on  His  word: 
Thou  shalt  see  His  cheering  form, 
Iving-er  at  His  mercy  -  seat; 
In    thy  wea  -  r}^  faint-ing  hour; 


^u 


It 


-(2-       ■•- 


ia 


■^ 


prp 


r 


r-r^rr 


te 


ki±3lIiJ:j^-\--lr-S~f^=.\ 


-0-0- 


w=^- 


^m 


.J- 


s 


His  e  -  ter  -  nal  faithfulness. 
It  is  I,  be  not  afraid.' 
Gen-tly  to  the  bet-ter  land. 
Cast  thy  bur  -  den  on  the  L/ord 


Thou  shalt  soon  have  cause  to  bless, 
Hear    His  pledge  of  com-ing  aid: 
He     will  lead   thee   by  the  hand 
Ivean  then,  lov  -  ing,  on  His  word; 


K 


1    I 


f:^ 


^=t 


^^ 


fZ—0- 


PF=f 
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73 

J.  W.  L. 


Come  Unto  Me, 

Melody  in  First  Bass. 


J.  W.  Lbbman. 


m 


fck 


fH^^: 


S 


^ 


-^ 


-^ ^ 1 ^ 

1.  Broth-er,  does  life  seem  drear-y?    Darkened  be-cause     of      sin? 

2.  Have  you  sought  earthly  pleasure?  Have  you  found  naught  but  pain? 

3.  Do    not    de-spise    the     of-  fer        Je  -  suspre-sents   so      free; 

4.  Flee  from  the  con  -  dem-na  -  tion,  Tak  -ing  Him  at      His  word, 


^ffi 


■-1- 


12^ 


^- 


^^^^ 


Jh 


t 


1c=pc 


ffifefe 


;?^a 


n  s  I—  I 


-»-*- 


■^r^ 


f 


:t 


Is  your  heart  faint  and  wea  -  ry,  I/ist    to  the    voice  with  -  in: 

Seek  for  the  heav'nly  treas-ure,  Heark-en    to     Christ  a   -  gain. 

Can  you  dis-dain    the  prof -fer,  L/Ov-ing  -  ly     made  to      Theei 

An  -  swer  the  in  -  vi  -  ta  -  tion,  Say,  "I      ac  -  cept,  O       Lord 


-t=f^ 


± 


9tEteS 


^^^^ 


Kefrain. 


wn 


^^tei^a 


-^—5: 


-? — n- 


"Come,  come,  come  to        me.         Come,  O 

"Come,"  saith  the  Saviour,  "O   come  un  -to         me,         Come  un  -  to 


•..\,Ld       »=^  H. > 


9iS 


■^— ff      7     1 


tei 


s^ 


^^ 


-T-^ 


wea  -  ry     one,    come,         O     faint-  ing  one,       I  will 

me,  come  un  -  to      me  Rest  I  will  give  you, from 


-J 


>,-{!- 


^^^T^r^f. — ^ 


W=^ 


It—*- 


-c— c- 


tr^^'tr^-^ 


W- 


te^ 


j^$^=f^ 


^ 


tF 


b^ 


^t=-^ 


m 


give  you     rest, 

sin   set   you     free, 


Safe                 thou         shalt  be,  thou  shalt  be 
Safe  in    my  love  thou  shalt  be; 


lite 


I_Jljl 


r — c-H-^^^ 
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ffi^ 


ftt^ 


-f — n- 


Come  Unto  Me, 


-^— ^- 


Haste,  haste, 

Hast  -  en,  my  brother,  why 


^^    J: 


why  de   - 

long-er       de    - 


lay, 
lay, 


fel 


EE^: 


-9— ?- 


ii 


why  de- 

why  still  de- 


^ 


e^ 


-I 'Ih y y—  y- 


^ ^^q 


zzzt: 


lay,    broth -er,    why         de  -  lay,  broth  -  er?      See         I         of    -    fer 
lay,  why  still  de  -  lay?  See  I  am  waiting,  with 


^F^ife?=i 


J: 


M-=k 


s    ^   r 


¥^ 


v=E 


1t=^ 


tei 


B^ 


rFP^^^^ 


?=E 


;?E5 


life        to     thee,      Ac  -  cept,     ac  -  cept    sal  -  va  -  tion  to  -  day." 
love  un  -  a  -  bat-ing,  Ac-cept  my  sal-va-tion  to    -    day. " 


^fetel 


J'-Al 


--^^H 


^ 


^3 


I 


itCl 


life 


to    thee,       Ac-cept,      ac-cept      to  -    day.". 


74 

Palmer  Hartsough. 


My  Faith. 


Mkthfessel. 


m 


fe 


mm 


* 


^ 


qt:* 


h 


I- y- 


t=t 


1.  My  faith     is    in     the  Ho-  ly  Word,  The  promise  nev-er     fail  -  ing; 

2.  He  leads  me  where  sweet  pastures  are.  And  by  the  wa-ters   flow  -  ing; 

3.  And  when  the  day  is   fad  -  ing  fast,  And  death's  dark  night  is  nearlng; 

4.  And  so      His  goodness  day  by  day,  Shall  be     my  song  and  sto  -  ry ; 


^m 


.0 — 0^ 


W^^Hr^-\M;^m=M'¥^ 


t 
The  arm    of  the    al-might-y  lyord.  For  me    is    all  pre  -  vail   -  ing. 
And  till      I  reach  that  land  a-far  ;  And  guides  and  guards  my  go-ing. 
I'll  walk  with  Him  the  vale   at  last,  The  shadow  nev- er    fear   -ing. 
That  all  may  choose  this  joyful  way,  To  heav'n  and  home,  and  glo-ry. 


^- 


-' — -  ■  '  'I — i 
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Palmer  Haetsough. 


Dedicated  to  Josiah  Strong,  D,  D. 

As  Goes  America. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOKE. 


t^ 


-|z: 


-5— ^— t^ 


1.  As  goes  A-mer-i- ca,  so  goes  the  world, Here  where  the  fight  for  truth  is 

2.  As  goes  A-mer-i- ca,  so  goes  the  world, Here  freedom  makes  her  last  en- 

3.  As  goes  A-mer-i- ca,  so   goes  the  world, Here  lift  we  Christ,  the  light  be- 

4.  As  goes  A-mer-i- ca,  so  goes  the  world,  Foremost  and  highest  is  her 


-^L_* 


-?-l^- 


^ 


^S^fe=E 


:r=r: 


■« 


.,^_^_'^_^. 


^    U     ^J     'J     'J 


# 0~-0 — 0- 


t=^ 


-1 


t 

rag  -  ing, 
deav  -  or, 
stow  -  ing, 
sta  -  tion, 


g^fe=£^^ 


As  goes,  A-mer-i  -  ca, 
As  goes,  A-mer-i  -  ca. 
As  goes,  A-mer-i  -  ca. 
As  goes,  A-mer-i  -  ca, 


so  goes  the  world, Here  where  the 
so  goes  the  world.  Fails  she,  and 
so  goes  the  world,  Here  serve  we 
so  goes  the  world,  I^ead-er   and 


£ 


:t==t: 


u    u    u    u 


m 


-f=i=9=f: 


Chorus. 

0 — 0j^-0—0 


m 


m. 


u 


-5— y- 


^^ 


-^— g^ 


hosts  are  now  en-gag-ing. 

all    is     lost  for  -  ev  -  er.     Stand  thou  for  righteousness, people  so  blest, 

God  in  rightful    do  -  ing. 

guide  to  ev-'ry      na  -tion. 


.^_^_ 


"^  D  D  r 


Win  thou  the  vic-to  -  ry,    great-est     and  best;  I^ead  on  so  grand  and  free, 


#— ^ 


:f^^ a ^ ^     * IB a 


^— (*— 1«- 


£=t: 


=^!=t 


• — » — »- 


-» — » — »■ 


■» — » — » — »- 


Vm  ^  f!=^?  ?  ^'-!  ,*%'  p  f= 

i—t—^^ 

Na  -  tion  of  des-ti  -  ny,     As    goes  A-mer-i  -  ca,  so 

I           N      S      N      N      1                                                     li 

^.  ,  ^      ^    ^    ^_^    ,1^    _•    Bs:  4  -r  ^   fir 

RTr>-t- c^ — L^ — c — 5' — 1 i -F  — -S— ' i — k"&~^~~ 

goes  the  world. 

-  r — r — . — ^1 

7^ — =F— ^-g-^  '"t't" 

= It— ^1^1 
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76 


Forward  We  Go. 


Palmer  Haetsough. 

litif-z 1 ^— ^— J         -> 

r  -a ri — i*-N — ?5 

L.  D.  ElCHHOBN. 

'-fc-^— ^ M— 

4       d         m       • 

-s S^-f#^^ — 

S — J~fes — 

'FaJ         J         #j         #r 

1         \          y 

1       1  •  ^flP 

\"       \j         fj 

1        ^     +T': 

1.  For-ward 

2.  For-ward 

3.  For-ward 

4.  For-ward 

we     go  'gainst  the  foe       in      his  might,     For  -  ward  we 
we     go      to      the  lands  dark   with  sin,       Bear  -  ing     the 
we     go     'mid  the     lost    of       the  street;    Tell  -  ing      to 
we     go,     and  'tis    faith  leads  the   way,  Straight  to      the 

1    r    s 

9i^t-g 1- 

_j — — ij— ^— 

[-f> ^-^g# — (fi 

.^ 1_2 — ^ 

^-^—f — r-^ 

-h— r — 3— J- 

|C ^  •    ^»       ^s 

-—J u ^ — 

1     1/ 

^  1        • 

1         1/        ^1 

lis 


* 


:P=|V=^ 


go       for  the  truth    and    right; 

light  that  is  bright  with  -  in; 
all        of  the        gos  -  pel     sweet; 
cit     -    y    of  end  -  less      day; 

I — J- 


For  -  ward  so   read  -  i  -   ly, 

For  -  ward  so    fear  -  ful  -  ly. 

For  -  ward  so    care  -  ful  -ly, 

For  -  ward,  be-  liev  -  ing  Him, 


^^^m 


-I — 1> — \-. — 1- — I — I 


Qi; 


i 


-# — 0- 


IS 


:^=^ 


For  -  ward  so  stead  -  i     -    ly.  For  -  ward  in  -  to         the  fight. 

For  -  ward  so  tear  -  ful  -   ly,  L/ight  that  the  world  will  win. 

For  -  ward  so  prayer-ful  -  ly.  Tell  -  ing  to    all         we  meet. 

For  -  ward,  re  -  ceiv  -ing  Him,  Christ    as  our  staff      and  stay. 


3^J 


^i 


-\ T 


-•— 


p  Chorus. 


i;::;;e?; 


f=p=f=pr 


«— « 


w—p- 


tztzit: 


m 


:t=t=t:: 


;e 


EEEiE 


:tz:t=it=:ti: 


Tho' we  go        in      great-est  dan-ger,  God  is  watching,    still  is  watching, 
Tho'        we  go    in  dan-ger,  God.  .  .  .  is  watching  o'er  us  still, 


f  I 


Aj^^^i-^_^^ ^«^^rj-J 


^ 


And  to    fear     a         stran-ger  We  can  do  His  ho-ly  will. 

And  to    fear,  with  Him,  a    stranger.  We  can  do      His         ho-ly  will. 


t=^ 


±: 


—I 1 1- 
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77 


The  Saviour  Calls. 


Sidney  Williams.  Tune:  '■'■Larboard  Waich.'''  T.  Williams.    Arr. 

Duet,  Solos  and  Quartet. 


1.  The  gate  is     wide,  the    way      is  broad,   That  leads     to 

2.  With  ten-der  love,  the  Sav  -  iour  calls,      O,    come     to 


mis  -  er- 
Him  and 


^=h- 


■0 # 


^ 


3-^. 


# » » » — 0- 


:t=J: 


y         and  woe; 
He        will  save; 


And  sin-ners  crowd  a     -  long     the  .  path,       As 
Be-lieve  that  for       your    sins       He  died;     That 


P      Lg — ^3 — d  »  |.  if_L ziza — t— — zizs~h::J 


>s— K. 


^-Szif^ 


-i^^ 


;r=it=tii 


4.    A     4.U  4-t,      v.M^A^       ^^    ^  But  hark!  amid  the  sin-stained  throng 
on     to  death  they  Mindly     go.  j    ^^  ^^^^^_^^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^^^^  ^^^^^ 

you  might  live.His  life  He  gave.     Y'f  ^^""^T  ^'"'''^  ^""""l  ""^^'"^^  ^rf ' 
J  &  '  I  And  give  to  you  e  -  ter  -  nal  life, 


m^- 


-^^n-h^^^n?^ 


:tf#*ziifei2tfzt:J==t=:^=iHiz=±:i 


I 


-^^^ 


f— 


^ 


A  voice  rings  forth  from  heaven  above, 

O,      full     of  mer  -  cy    and     of  love. 

That  load  of    sin.     He  will     re -move  ; 

If     you    will  trust  Him  and  His  love. 


Hear,  sin  -  ner,  hear ;      be- 


-#-^- 


m 


m 


rt 


^m 


:* 


^^ 


■^^ 


-0— 


lieve,  believe  and  live;         Hear,     sin  -  ner,  hear;      believe,  believe  and 

t- 


m=f 


ga^?= 


^^^^m^-E^ 


i=f=a 


CopyrigbL,  1897,  by  Fillmore  Bros. 
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The  Saviour  Calls. 


-<^-T- 


-«^ 


£ 


1 0 s?_j — 0 ^ — ; 


live;  Stay,    the  Sav  -  iour  calls;        Stay,    the    Sav  -  iour  calls; 


^^m 


Bf 


Chorus. 

N 

1 

IL               h 

1    fTQ     J        J        J 

J 

r    _r    « 

"^'  • 

?      S      ^      1 

;  ilJ* — ^ — J 

9  •        *^— »         S— 

d  • 

J    s    » 

r-^ 

U — t — i — 

■Pj.  4    1     0—^— 

-F ^-\? — n— 

-#-— 

— * — * — {?— 

:h- *" — V— y— H 

s 

O,  who  will 

1           i^    1^ 

stay  aud  heed  the 

rr^^— i — r — T~ 

cry 

Of  Him  who  says, 

N     ^     N 

d ^ i— r.  .- 

*  'why  will  ye 

P           !•           (•       "^ 

9^3_-r_p_|^ 

-9- » 9 9— 

-1 y — y — y— 

-»-.- 

-£— £— b-^ 

:l — 4L_^_U_U— 

L| j,^__t^ — ^ 

-| b — y — 'b'— -• 

-y bi y F- 


;4T— #H- 


die?' 


Now     is      the     time,     O,       do      not  wait ;       To  -  mor-row 


^ 


h=^ 


-9 


-#-=- 


may     be   too 

I 


^^^^^ 


late,        O       stay,    the       Sav 


iour  calls, 


^ 


Rit 


E=t=izt:=t: 


S=^^?EEE?E^ 


I- 


#: 


1- 

The  Sav-iour  calls,  The  Sav  -  iour  calls.     Stay,    the  Sav  -  iour  calls. 


m 


^m 


-7^ 


:^~~± 


i 


-p^ 


i 
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78 


To  the  ^A/■o^k. 


Fanny  J.  Ceosby. 

Dr.  W.  H.  Doank, 

r1 ^ — tr — \ K l^-n 

■■* 

:^=^ 

8— f^S-l— iT-g= 

Vi     Vr-i  i — i:   i  i 

""     '               V   i' ■  '  ■ 

1.  To      the  work  I   to  the  work  1  We      are  ser- vants    of  God;   Ivet     us 

2.  To      the  work  I    to  the  work  I  L^et      the  hun  -  gry    be  fed;     To     the 

3.  To      the  work  I   to  the  work  I  There    is    la-  bor    for   all;   For     the 

4.  To      the  work  I  to  the  work  1   In  the  strength  of  the  I/ord  I    And      a 

CS»     Am'         « 

Lb                      !••               l«Lb                      S«               Lb 

m            «  *         «        «             F  *         '« 

^•l   4"»            ff 

I                :                \i                       1                M 

^V^ y- 

-r-     y     &— i-     y     5— 

-1- 'i> ^-j '^ b— 

^^m 


;ry£g^^^g^8±jE 


A — h1— fc- 


ES^S± 


fol  -  low  the  path  that  our  Mas  -  ter  has  trod;  With  the  balm  of  His 
foun-tain  of  life  let  the  wea  -  ry  be  led ;  In  the  cross  and  its 
kiug-dom  of  darkness  and  er  -  ror  shall  fall,  And  the  name  of  Je- 
robe   and      a  crown  shall  our  la  -  bor    re-ward,When  the  home  of  the 


^=t=f. 


:^; 


t=t 


*=|i- 


te 


i 


& 


fcEl: 


i=i=i=^ 


Jtz 


coun  -  sel  our  strength  to  re-new,  Let  us  do  with  our  might  what  our 
ban-  ner  our  glo  -  ry  shall  be,  While  we  her-ald  the  tid-ings,"Sal- 
ho  -  vah  ex  -  alt  -  ed  shall  be  In  the  loud-swell-ing  cho-rus,  "Sal- 
faith  -  ful  our  dwell-ing  shall  be,  And  we  shout  with  the  ransomed,  *  'Sal- 

■•-           _.*■•-          ■0-'       ■0-    ■0-         -0-      •0-      -f-         fl      ^      ^         •#-■#. 
H-r 1— t 1 fz—r 1 1 IS 1 h 


^ 


t- 


:g=± 


4 


-^- 


Chorus. 


'^m 


±33i^ 


m 


-0-r 


'^ 


hands  find  to   do.  Toil-ing    on,  toil  -ing  on, 

va    -    tion  is  free  1 ' ' 

va    -    tion  is  free!" 

va    -    tion  is  free  I"  Toiling  on 


Toil-  ing 


:^=^=t:: 


-^— ^ 


t=K 


-w- — •- 


toil-ing  on, 

•0-  ■0-'-0-  ■0- 


fc^NH^Ll^ 


r"- 


T" 


-U— g— h 


?S 


^ 


^=^ 


on,  toil-ing    on,  I^et     us  hope, 

Toil-ing  on,  toil-ing  on,  and  trust. 


5^=^ 


fr ^ 1 h; 


?=5e 


i/        I*'       I  i^  t/ 

Copyrieht,  1879,  by  W.  H.  Doanc.     Used  by  per. 
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To  the  ^Vo^k. 


i^S^ 


=1= 


^m 


let      us  watch,  And     la   -  bor    till    the   Mas  -  ter   comes, 

and    pray, 


I 


:t=t 


79 


I  Love  Thy  Kingdom  Lord. 


Timothy  Dwight. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


m 


a 


A.  B.  Eyebett. 


?^?^f 


^m 


rf-l" 


s 


^=z±: 


1.  i         love  Thy  kingdom,  Ivord,    The  house  of     Thine     a  -bode, 

2.  For     her     my  tears  shall  fall,       For   her     my  prayers  as-cend; 

3.  Je    -   sus,  Thou  Friend  di-vine,     Our  Sav  -  iour  and     our  King, 


5^iQfe: 


i^i^ 


if 


r-i- 


EiEi 


751- 


»! 


1^?^: 


?^i; 


^ 


^ 


tr:* 


-I — r 


l^feH: 


The  Church  our  blest  Re-deem-er  saved  With  His  own  precious  blood ; 
To      her     my  cares  and  toils  be  given, Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 
Thy    hand  from  ev  -  ery  snare  and  foe  Shall  great  de-liverance  bring. 
-I 0-i — 0 0 0 0 0 0 j-^ — 1_ 


m 


Jz 


1=5: 


^^^=^ 


-I — I- 


I     I     I 


2g: 


i^l^^^ 


S^M^^fe 


r- 


9^5^ 


I        love  Thy  Church, O  God, 
Be  -  yond  my  high  -  est    joy 
Sure  .as      Thy  truth  shall  last, 


Her  walls     be  - 
I      prize     her 
To       Zi    -   on 


fore  Thee  stand, 
hteavenly  ways, 
shall    be     given 


m 


m 


±t 


i 


p^ 


i 


^^^^^m. 


flfZ 


^. 


Dear  as  the  ap  pie  of  Thine  eye,  And  grav-en  on  Thy  hand. 
Her  sweet  communion, solemn  vowa»  Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield,  And  bright-er  bliss  of  heaven. 


§^ 


i—i     [TTT 


i 
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80 


His  Banner  Over  Me  is  Love. 


Gerald  Massey. 

Solo  fob  First  or  Second  Bass. 


J.  H.  FlLLMOKE. 


^ 


m^ 


-N— #- 


1.  Surrounded        by       un  -  num-bered    foes, A-gainst  my 

2.  Its  sword  my     spir  -  it       will    not       yield, Tho'  flesh  may 

3.  My  cloud  of      bat  -  tie  -  dust    may     dim, His  veil    of 


^ 


A     N     N     N     N- 


iESEti^ 


1.  Sur-round-ed         by  unnumbered  foes, 

2.  Its  sword  my      spirit  will  not  yield, 

3.  My   cloud    of       battle-dust  may  dim, 


^ 


m 


*=^ 


:tz=3t 


9*^ 


-j^ 1^ 


soul the  bat  -  tie 

faint up  -  on    the 

splen  -  dor    cur-tain 


goes;    .       Yet  tho'  I  wea  -   ry, 

field ; .  .       He  waves  be  -  fore      my 
Him  ; .  .       And    in    the      mid  -  night 


ff-H- -^ ft ft — I 


iS^ii 


'J 


A  -  gainst  my  soul  the 
Tho'  flesh  may  faint  up 
His  veil  of  splen    -   dor 


bat-tie  goes ; 
on  the  field; 
curtain  Him; 


Yet 
He 

And 


9^i^=^^ 


'^^- 


-^i^^- 


'^ 


■*—*■ 


'-^ — r-r-'i 


^^ 


t 


sore  dis  -  tressed, 
fad  -  ing  sight.  . 
of         my         fear   .  . 


I        know     that  I     shall  reach  my 
The    branch  of  palm,  the  crown  of 
I  may     not    feel  Him  standing 


m 


>^_^f^_^__^- 


^iEiEiEi 


^^ii 


I         i;      1^      y      1^    ^ 

tho'        I     weary,  sore  distressed,  I         know  that      I     shall  reach  my 

waves     be  -  fore  my  fading  sight  The     branch  of     palm,  the  crown  of 

in        the  midnight  of  my  fear        I         may     not     feel  Him  standing 


9* 


i^=t: 


'^-^ 


?;=i=f=t^ 


=t: 


■^ 
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His  Banner  Over  Me  is  Love. 


rest,  I  know  that     I  shall  reach  my  rest;         I        lift     my     tear  -  ful 
light,  The  branch  of  palm, the  crown  of  light ;      I        lift     my  brightening 
near,    I     may  not  feel  Him  standing   near,     But,     as        I      lift   mine 


# 0 # #- 


7^ 


J^ 


-^-         ♦ 


x=x 


-t=f 


g^ 


!ir 


^^b=E 


eyes     a  -  bove.    His  ban  -  ner     o  -  ver  me      is      love,      is     love. 


i^ 


^ 


h=i 


1^ 


'^^^- 


^^^Efe^^E^^ 


g 


^ 


r^ 


T= 


-Or 


81 


Now  the  Day  is  Over. 


S.  Babinq  Gould. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor.       J.  Baenby.   Arr.  by  H.  F. 


m 


ife 


^t=i: 


3: 


:tt:S 


-a- 


^r=&- 


i 


I 

1.  Now  the     day       is         o    -    ver, 

2.  Je  -   sus,    give     the     wea  -  ry 

3.  Thro'  the    long    night-watches, 

4.  When  the  morn  -  ing  wak  -  ens, 


Night  is    draw  -  ing     nigh. 
Calm  and  sweet     re  -   pose  ; 
May  Thine  an  -   gels  spread 
Then  may     I  a    -    rise 


-J— J. 


fg^^ 


m=^ 


f5^^F5 


Ai 


i 


-ffl- 


:^l 


r:t 


i 


Shad  -  ows      of        the    eve    -  ning 

With     Thy     tenderest    bless  -  ing 

Their  white  wings     a  -  bove  me. 

Pure,     and    fresh,  and   sin    -  less 


Pift* 


W 


Steal      a  -  cross    the  sky. 

May     our  eye  -  lids  close. 

Watch-ing  round  my  bed. 

In     Thy     ho    -    ly  eyes. 

_^_J_J_j — i     - 


-\ 

Steal  a  -  cross 


:sz 
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82  Go  Ye  Forth  to  Seek  the  Lost. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


Arr.  and  adapted  to  new  words  by  J.  H.  F. 


forth 


1.  Go  ye    forth  to  seek  the  lost,     Tar  -  ry    not    for  pain  or  cost,      To  the 

2.  Go  ye   forth  to  save  the  lost,      On    the    billows,  tempest  tossed,  See  him 

3.  Go  ye   forth  to  seek  the  lost,  Robbed  and  woun-ded  in  the  dust,     Go  and 
.N  b      N      ^    h                                       w       w     .       .     I            N  ^ 


^^^^U 


S    N 


;i±^=6 


--'X 


-^ 


dark  and  devious  ways  that  he  has  trod;  From  the  hunger  and  the  cold,Bring  him 
drifting  surely  t'ward  the  fatal  strand;  Go  and  lift  the  cheering  light.  Help  him 
take  to  him  the  heal-ing  oil  and  wine;     Asye'vedone  it  un  -  to  me.      So    shall 


D.  S. 


-fearless  and  ye  brave,  Go  ye 
Fine. 


mE^ 


-h ^; 


^iJ 


F 


to  the  Shepherd's  fold.  Go    ye   forth  and  bring  him  safely  home  to  God,  (to  God.) 
steer  his  bark  aright,    Go    ye   forth  and  bring  him  safely     to  the  land,  (the  land  ) 
it     be  done  to  thee,    Go  and  bring    to    me  this  bleeding  one  of  mine,  (of  mine.) 

I       ^    J; 


m^^^ 


ft-:  f  f:  F— 0-^-0— 0- 

.■•_! <A im* A im* >A S_ 


iSL^j 


-^—\ 


■^—f 


5— fc? — 5— b' — 5— y- 


m 


forth  the  lost  to  save,    Go  ye  forth  and  bring  him  safely  home  to  God.ito  God.) 
Chorus. 


^ 


i- 


;^3 


XT. 


Go 

Go    and  seek    the  lost, 


and  seek  the 


Go  and   seek   the    lost, 


h ^. h ^. h; 


^ 


Go 
Go 

I 


=:t= 


-^— b- 


i^ 


f^-  '^ 


D.  S. 

s 


-S    d>    S^M 


■^^^^^^\ 


find   the  wan-d'ring   one, 

find  the  wand'ring  ooe,the  wan-d'ring   one. 


yes, 
yes. 


go, 
go> 


lie 


PI 
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83 


Palmer  Haetsough. 


How  Sweet  to  Pray, 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEK. 


1.  At  morn-ing  hour, how  sweet  to  pray, .  .  . 

2.  At  noon-tide  hour, how  sweet  to  pray, .  .  . 

3.  At  twi  -  hght  hour, how  sweet  to  pray, .  .  . 

4.  That  hallowed  hour, that  sa-cred  place, .  .  .  , 


.  When  na  -  ture 
, .  When  slacks  the 
.  .  When  earth-ly 

.  Where  we  may 


D.  S.  ]^Our  troubled  souls 

wakes  with  song  so  gay,  (with  song  so  gay,)  The  frame  refreshed, 
heat  of  toil-some*day;  (of  toil -some  day;)  The  ta  -  ble  spread.  . 
cares  are  flown  a- way  ;(are  flown  a-way;)  Whensoft-ly  comes 
see        our  Saviour'stface, (our  Saviour's  face,)  Is  when  from  earth. 


Ss^ 


m 


^^ 


S 


Mr 


#-^-r-^-l^- 


P'lHB. 


He  kind  re-ceives, And  blessings  great  He 

the  spir  -  it  calm, And  sweet  the  air    with 

with  earthly  good, The  spir  -  it   fed     with 

the    si  -  lent  night, ....  And  stars  beam  forth  in 
we  draw  a  -  part,     .....  And  bring  to  God    the 

-0-0-^0-0-^ , 1- 


free   -    ly    gives. 

dew  -  y     balm, 
heav'n  -ly     food. 

glo    -    ry   bright, 
con  -  trite   heart. 


IB^ 


%^ 


'^ 


:^=^: 


5=r=r±5=r±=?=^ 


:^ 


-b-y— ^'-y- 


Eefrain 


1 


■^ 


1' 


B.S. 


-^-zN- 


:^-Pz 


^ 


igzzt 


Our  hearts   we    lift. 


to    God 


inpray'r;  (in  pray 'r;) 


S5E 


^ 


♦For  after  notes  "of  day,"  and  f "His  face." 
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84 


For  the  Man  of  Galilee. 


i 


S.  J.  Duncan-Clark. 


^ 


^ 


^^ 


«-i- 


J.  II.  Fillmore. 

-^-^ 1— n-l- 


^ 


13^ 


-4r 


1.  Shout  a  -  loud   the    stir-ring  summons,  O'er    the  land  from  sea    to     sea, 

2.  Men   are    want-ed,  men   of  pur  -  pose.  Men     of    high     or  low     de  -  gree, 

3.  From  the  count-ing-house  and  col  -  lege,  From  the  forge  and  f ac  -  to  -  ry, 

4.  On-ward!  are   His  march-ing  or-ders.  He    who  leads     to  vie-  to  -  ry; 


^ 


9^ 


m 


Fl= 


-«— g-»- 


A^fefc 


S 


f-i-fi 


Men  are  want  -  ed,  men  of  cour-  age,  For  the  man  of  Gal 

Each  to    be       a    fel  -  low  -  work-er.  With  the  man  of  Gal 

Lo  I  there  throng  a    loy  -  al     le  -  gion  For  the  man  of  Gal 

On-ward!  till    the  world  is    ta  -ken  For  the  man  of  Gal 


ntg- 


lee. 
lee. 


^Tb-f±-f--^ 


i 


E 


3SSE 


-an  .  ^- 


-0-^ 


1 1- 


75*- 


p     Ores.  p  Cres.  i       Ilit.        /^  A  tempo. 


thou  Man   of    Gal  -  i-lee!  Who  didst  die     to    set    men  free,  We  will 

thou  Man   of    Gal  -  i-lae!     In    the  fight   to    set    men  free,  We  will 

Gal   -  i-lee!   Countless  hosts  Thy  glo  -  ry  see.    We  will 

Gal  -  i-lee!  Ev   -  er -  more  our  lead  -  er    be,    We  will 


thou  Man  of 
thou  Man   of 


^ 


-] — I — L 


1      I      I 


L 


si 


^^ 


^— S 


r — ^ 


Cres. 


w 


Rit. 


^ 


iitZ^ 


:p=li=Ji-- 


^-=# 


w^^=i— ^ 


fol 


I         1> 

low,  fol-low  on  -  ly  Thee 


fol-low  on 


Bless-  ed  Man  of 

Glo-rious  Man  of 

Bless-  ed  Man  of 

ly  Thee,  on  -  ly  Thee,  Glo-rious  Man  of 

I 


Gal 
Gal 
Gal 
Gal 


lee 
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Slay  the  Giants. 


PALJfER  HaRTSOUGH. 

n       March  tempo.  ^  ^ 


1  Sam.  17 :  23.    2  Sam.  21 :  15-22. 
I 


J.  W.  Leeman. 


x=x 


>-^ 


-^ 


'-^-l 


^ 


1.  Brave  young  soldier, see  the  e    -  vil   hosts,  All       de  -  fy-ing  with  their 

2.  Know  now,  soldier,  Self,  the  gi  -  ant     old,     Had   four  children,  giants 

3.  Fierce  these  giants,  O  the  mur-d'ring  bands, Blood  of  loved  ones  dripping 


n- 


;i±gs= 


fe^ 


loft  -  y  boasts;  Old  Go  -  li-ath  stalking  forth  a-broad.  Slay  him,  sol-dier 

great  and  bold  ;Slay  them, soldier, slay  them  as  they  come, "Greed  of  money'' 

from  their  hands;  Who  can  face  them  ravaging  a  -  broad;  Slay  them, soldier, 


m^^, 


-^t 


J — i- 


-«-r- 


\=\:=^ 


-s .   d 


Ml 


Chorus.      Very  marked. 

.S  _L 


:--:1: 


^ 


^^X 


"# 


:£^^^ 


-0 0— 


-fS—0 


in    the   name  of     God.  Who's  this  giant?  Who's  this  Old  Go-li  -  ath, 
"Pride,"  and  "Lust,"  and  "Rum."    {Chorus  for  2d  and  3d  verses.) 

in    the   name  of     God.  Slay  these  giants,  sons  of    Old  Go  -  li  -  ath, 

\        J       -^  -^        ^       S  -0-      _r    -^     -f-' 


m 


:jVX'!       M       ^-f^r-^^r-pgzrp^&=g=w=t 


d-t—d- 


M 


iS^i^^; 


i^Ef 


Might-y       gi  -  ant  stalking  forth      a  -   broad?     Self's   this    gi  -  ant, 
Might-y       gi-ants,  slay  them  as         they  come;    Slay  them,  sol-dier, 


m^^ 


-^ 


# 


^ 


f^ 


i^«— 3 


4r-l 


ff\ 


I    Poro  rit. 


1> !_; ( LI 1 1 U |_j J !t X. 


—S» fa- 


Pl 


Self's  the  great  Go-li-ath;    Slay  him,  soldier,    in   the    name  of 
these  four  monster  giants,"Greed  of  money, ""Pride,"  and  "Lust"  and 


-■5--^- 


God. 

'Rum." 


23iEi 


P 
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86 


Fanny  J.  Cbosbt. 


Blessed  Assurance. 

Melody  in  First  Bass. 

Mrs.  Jos.  P.  Knapp 

N     hS     J-^ ^ 


Arr.  by  H.  F. 


'<^'     — ^ 


>.- 


I: 


1.  Blessed  as  -  sur-ance,     Je-sus     is     mine! 

2.  Per-fect  sub-mis-sion,  per-fect  de  -  light, 

3.  Per-fect  sub-mis-sion,    all     is     at      rest, 


I  I 


i*^    ^       I— 


Oh, what  a  fore-taste  of 
Visions  of   rap-ture    now 
I     in  my  Sav  -  iour   am 

I        N 

S 


* 


i=t=^^=t^k 


a 


-#-•-•-;--#• 


-±±t. 


glo-ry     di  -  vine!  Heir  of    sal  -  va-tion, purchased  of  God,  Born  of  His 
burst  on  my  sight,    Angels  descending  bring  from  a-bove,  Kch-oes  of 
hap-py  and  blest,  Watching  and  waiting, looking  a  -  bove, Filled  with  His 


mm^ 


N     I—  I 


t 


N      i^ 


I—  I 


^ft 


^tiZit 


0-V—9— 


t=t: 


^: 


v-^- 


V— i^- 


1^1 


m 


Id: 


Chorus. 


-*-i- 


r=i=*i=^t^^ 


s 


-iE^^i. 


it=: 


Spir  -  it,  washed  in  His  blood, 

mer  -  cy,    whis-pers  of      love.       This  is     my  sto  -  ry,     this   is     my 

good  -  ness,  lost     in  His    love. 


^,^ 


Pi 


— K  rl^'I^F — ? — ^—'^—. — ^. — (• — n — ^ 


-—. — I* — '^ — f=-^ 

f        II      f — u— j 


^1 


Jzztpst 


r 


-#-=- 


-t- 


m 


^,^^L=^=^=^ 


N        . 


S3fSf?^ 


song,     Prais-ing  my    Sav  -  iour     all     the     day    long ;    This  is     my 

!M ^_i — 0  — —  — — r^.L^ — I 1 —  I — 


S 


t 


^ 


h — I- 


I       I 


■U=LJ^JU^^- 


sto  -  ry,  this  is     my     song.  Praising  my  Sav-iour  all     the  day  long. 
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87  Something  for  Jesus  Each  Day. 

Eleanor  Allen  Schroll.  L,  D.  Eichhorn. 


^^m^^ 


1.  The  days     are  rap-id-ly      pass  -  ing   by,     Pass  -  ing  one         by 

2.  The  years  are   rap-id-ly      pass -ing  o'er,     Ur  -    gent  needs     a- 

3.  Our  Hves   are  rap-id-ly      pass  -  ing     on,  T'ward  the  even  -  ing 


SigfeS 


^S 


!«_j — 


V-6^ 


-^ 


i^^^^j^ 


^^^=,^^$^ 


one;  What     are     you       do  -   ing,      with 

wait,  Use     what  the       Mas  -  ter         has 

star,  We     shall     ac  -  count   for         the 


pur  -  pose  high, 
giv'n  in  store, 
days       a    -    gone, 


i^^^ 


Chorus. 

> 


l±Ei: 


^ 


Bre      the       set         of         sun? 

Kre        it         be        too       late. 

There      a    -   cross     the       bar. 


Time    is      too    pre  -  ciousto 


^iS 


F=^ 


d^J: 


^^=i 


t=) 


-.V1^=i=t=V 


i± 


waste  a  -  way,     Du  -  ty     a  -  waits,     O  why 


de  -  lay?  This  be   your 


irrlT-g 


-5^ — ^ 


iE 


cr 


%- 


-g— u— 


^^: 


i^if. 


;p^ 


#^^ 


:fi^ 


m 


■p^ 


mot-to,    your     aim     al  -  way:  Something  for  Je  -  sus    each     day. 
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The  Church  in  the  \A/'ildwood, 


w.  s.  p. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 


Dr.  Wm.  S.  Pitts. 


m^^^si^^mmm 


1.  There's  a  church  in  the  val  -  ley  by    the   wild- wood, 

2.  How  sweet  on  a    clear,  Sab-bath  morn-  ing 

3.  There,       close  by  the  church  in     the    val  -  ley, 

4.  There,       close  by  the  side  of    that  loved   one. 


No  love 

To  list 

Lies        one 

Neath  the  tree 


9id24=f±z?z::t=t=:t 


^^ 


^— ^ 


-V^^t^— 14-- 


■  li  -  er 
to  the 
that  I 

where  tho 


»^=— »- 


tr^-T— D— g-D^^ 


^mm 


t=fi 


^==^^ 


v^-^ 


« 


f^ 


-  hood  As   the 
ing,    Oh, 
low;    Dis  - 

-  ed,       I   shall 


§=^ 


placi  in    the    dale;    No  spot    is  so  dear  to    my    child 

clear  ring-ing  bell;    Its         tones   so      sweet- ly     are  call  - 
loved  so  well;    She  sleeps,  sweetly  sleeps 'neath  the  wil  - 

wild  flow-ers  bloom.  When  the  fare-well     hymn  shall  be   chant 


3^ 


-^_!L-(1_^ 


S 


fcz|i=P 


% 


^— 


^ht 


^&- 


I 


tt^: 


:?^=^ 


Chorus 


^ 


«'-?-«7  •  7 


-#~ 


lit-tle  brown  church  in  the  vale. 

come    to  the  church  in  the  vale.                                                Come  to     the 

turb     net  her  rest    in  the  vale.     Oh,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come, 

rest      by  her  side     in  the  tomb. 

N  N  I           F»»--      ^     ■  ..       ».       ». 


P^ 


-ask— 


■rj=s¥^^'^^z^ 


lz--t^^~t  wzj^^; 


v^ 


church  by  the  wild    -    wood.  Oh,   come  to  the  church  in    the  dale;  No 

come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come; 

---..♦  ^^ 


i 


1/   V 


^ a/ 


^F=5=Ft=^ 


spot    is   so  dear  to    my  child  -  hood  As  the  lit-tle  brown  church  in  the  vale. 


u 


p— p- 


:^:^=:ti: 


*^;t 


FH^ 
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My  Happy  Home, 


Fred.  A.  Fillmore. 


^^ ^-1 L 1 1 — ==H ^  '  " ^^ r 


1.  Je  -   ru     -    sa    -     lem,     my      hap    -  p}^     home,     O       how     I 

2.  Thy  walls     are         all         of        pre  -  cious  stones,  Most  glo  -  rious 

3.  Thy  gar  -  dens        and       thy     pleas  -  ant    greens    My  stud  -y 


^^ 


0—^—0 


m 


p^- 


i-^f. 


m 


:^^^ 


k 


-I 1:= 


long     for  thee ;  When  shall  my      sor  -  rows  have  an     end?    Thy 

to       be  -hold,     Thy  gates  are      rich  -  ly      set  with   pearl, Thy 

long  have  been, — Such  sparkling     gems  by     hu  -  man  sight   Have 


^SE^? 


4*^ :^^ 


0—^0 


i^^^P^ 


I     I 

Chorus. 


fci^i^^fc^ 


-^ 


joys,  when     shall      I         see?  Go-inghome, 

streets  are      paved  with     gold, 
nev  -    er         yet      been     seen.  We're  going  home, 


^ifel 


■■m 


J 


=F=F 


■«— fr 


»^ 


'<t=i-^    k    k=fc 


l=t=?^ 


go-ing  home.  Home  to    the  new    Je  -   ru    -    sa  -  lem, 
hom e ,  We  're  going 

^*      N      N     I 


-N— #- 


'^^. 


S^ 


:i|=at 


i| 


-^— 


V-b^ 


ifff^l^    y_jiz^ 


RU. 


-0- 


-tt-r—0- 


±=t 


m 


-y— t^ 


-y— t^ 


going  home,         going  home,  To  the  new    Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem. 
home,  home. 
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To  Victory, 


Jessie  Brown  Potjisuds. 
Risoluto. 


J,  H.  Fillmore. 


;::;;r-fe 


f 


-p=ft^ 


^^P^ 


?: 


i!^^ 


1.  Arm      for  the  bat-tie!    Sol-diers    of  right!    Send  the  word   of    our  Lord 

2.  Ready  for   the  bat-tie!     Sol-diers   we  stand!    Nev  -  er  quail,  nev  -  er  fail, 
S.     On      to     the  bat-tie!     On-ward     to  win!     God  and  right,  give  the  might 


J  h       ^h    I 


±m 


"^-*- 


:p=|i: 


Down     the    left     and    right!  (go     for -ward.)  Arm  for  the  bat  -  tie  I 

At         your  Lord's  com-mand!  (go    f  or  -  ward.)  Arm  for  the  bat  -  tie! 

O'er       the    hosts    of      sin!     (go    f  or  -  ward.)  Arm  for  the  bat  -  tie  I 

^^ ?s 1 I  ^  fe  J^       J 


^^^: 


jsr 


itizi&^Et?-: 


mm. 


ngr 


J^^ 


:0=Sz 


&^ 


Tri  -  umph   we    see!    On-ward  march  to  vie  -  to  -  ry  1 


To    vie  -  to-ry! 


J-Jl 


}lJ1_ 


^  h 


f^^ 


X-l 


^ 


m&- 


-0-^ 


Li^-y- 


iy^'f 


t=^ 


^H 


Chorus. 

1 ^^ r^ K N- 

-Tt- 

: \ y yt 

On  -  ward!  heed  the  call! 

— ^ J P f— 

Ev  -  'ry   man    a 

he    - 

ro   be!     ] 

4- 

Por- 

If 

ward, 
^       - 

±r — |! — ^ — ?_ 

^    ^    t?    t;/ 

y 

=S-&^ 

— 1^< 

i 


S§1 


^m 


-ft— ft- 


1^ 


-p — •- 


-t^-tr 


-N— h- 


^-^ 


:N:^ 


one     and  all,     Ban-ners   blazoned  "Vic  -  to  -  ry!"  Arm    for    the  bat -tie! 

fe  .         ....  .      -  I  N      1^    >      I 


I 


^sm^*mmm^^s^^msm 


i 
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To  Victory, 


M^^ 


zlz: 


=:^: 


-^— ^ 


-N- 


gas 


m 


Tri  -  umph  we    see!      Onward  march  to  vie- to- ry!    To    vie 


U 


M 


k 


to  -  ry! 


'^^^ 
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On  Christ  the  Solid  Rock. 


Edward  Mote. 


Stanley  Greenwood. 


1.  My  hope  is     built  on   noth-ing  less   Than  Je  -  sus'  blood  and  righteousness; 

2.  When  darkness  veils  His  lovely  face,     I      rest  on     His    unchanging  grace; 

3.  His  oath,  His  cov  -  e-nant,  His  blood.  Sup-port  me     in    the  whelming  flood; 


iStea* 


w^ 


J-^U 


t=x 


I    1 


s 


y—\ — T 


^|E?^B?^?^B 


1 — ^ 


I      dare  not   trust  the  sweetest  frame,  But  wholly     lean  on     Je  -  sus'  name. 
In      ev  -  'ry    high  and  stormy     gale     My    anchor  holds  with-in     the  veil. 
When  all  a  -  round  my  soul  gives  way,  He  then  is     all    my    hope  and  stay. 

I  ^ 

-I- 


-_^__ 1— y-l 1 1 « —  r* • ^ 


:f=t 


S 


P^ 


:li=t 


Chorus.     Bass  'prominent. 


t=t=x. 


f^pHI? 


t 


On  Christ  the  sol  -id    Rock  I    stand;  All  oth  -  er  ground  is  sink-ing  sand; 


I        I        1 


l^g^^^^fiil! 


Rit. 


On  Christ,  the  sol  -  id  Rock,  I  stand.  All    other  ground  is  sink-ing  sand. 
J-J-J-     J       J      J       -       -        -I  M 
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92     The  Son  of  God  Goes  Forth  to  War. 


Reginald  Heber. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

Henbt 1 


CUTLEK.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 

I 


1.  The  Son     of  God  goes  forth   to  war,  A    king-ly  crown  to      gain  ; 

2.  The  mar-tyr  first  whose  ea  -  gle  eye  Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave, 

3.  A    glo-rious  band,  the  cho-seu  few,  On  whom  the  Spir-it      came, 

4.  A       no  -   ble  ar  -  my,menand  boys,The  ma-tron  and  the     maid, 


^m 


5^? 


:^N: 


ti^ 


itizt 


V— h 


:t=Lt 


I-.      m 

m'      m      m     ^m       4«  •      ^      f» 

S"i  V     1 

#               A                                    A 

">?  •  1 

|.   *--L'^'     U 

1        S      ^  •     2 

^  •  1 

*    ?        f 

\~       rfb       k«LUL 

f      P  •     f 

^     \ 

i 

1 .       1^     -     r       r       P     •      » 

u       '       r        J 

V           T 

■           1             1             i^       1           1             j            '            1             '           ' 

His   blood-red  ban-ner  streams  a-far;  Who  fol-lows     in      His   train? 
Who   saw    his  Mas-ter      in     the  sky,  And  called  on  Him     to     save; 
Twelve  valiant  saints, their  hope  they  knew.  And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame: 
A-round  the  Sav-iour's  throne  re-joice.  In   robes  of  light     ar  -  rayed  ^ 

^          0  »       ^      m       "f"        "f"'       m       m        »          -           1           1 

C^'    u     S 

_.,    • 

T*i  V     f 

LL^.jebU 

III        r 

y  U"     h 

1"      r      1        » 

V        ' 

r          J     h                1          ^     \ 

1 

j          U     '        • 

'• 

A 1- 


\ ^- 


^#-5 — # — # — #- 


.^_-. 


I 

Who  best  can  drink  his  cup     of  woe,  Tri-umph-ant  o  -  ver      pain, 
lyike  Him, with  pardon  on  His  tongue,  In  midst  of  mor-tal       pain. 
They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel, The  li  -  on's  go  -  ry     mane; 
They  climed  the  steep  ascent  of  heaven, Thro'  per-il,  toil  and    pain; 


^^^ 


:^^ 


^m 


is 


^ 


:^.. 


^^ 


Wlio  pa-tient  bears  his  cross     be-low,     He    fol-lows  in 

He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong  :  Who  follows  in 

They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  to  feel;  Who  fol-lows  in 

O      God,    to    us   may  grace  be  given     To    fol  -  low  in 

_^ V 


His   train. 

His  train? 
their  train? 
their  train. 


By  permiision. 


r-^-FF=F 


%-=^i 


-y— h- 


(96) 


r^ 


33p 


11 


93 


Day  of  Hope  Day  oi  Joy, 


Palmek  Hartsough. 


Samuel  W.  liEAZLix. 


^3E0t 


:p: 


1.  Hail     the  bright  morning  I  New     day  of    glad-ness;    Fly     with  the 

2.  Na    -   tions  are  gath'-ring,  God's  voice  is  sounding;  Stand  they  for 

3.  Form  dar  -  ing  com-rades,  Death  never  fear  -  ingi     Sa  -  tan's  great 


^±^^^m 


r- 


:J=^ 


;ee^e 


■r^ 


dark-ness,  Sor  -  row  and  sad  -  ness.  Thou  hast  bro't  hope  and  joy, 
Je  -  sus,  His  cross  sur-rouud-ing.  Vain  the  as-saults  of  hell, 
ar  -  mies,  Gath-'ring  and  near  -  ing.  See,      on  our  ban  -  ners  high, 


t:=t: 


f^F=5 


i 


&^ 


^ 


-0T- 


n 


Ban  -  ished  re  - 
That  cros^  as  - 
Vic   -   fry     and 


pm    -   mg ; 
sail   -   ing! 


glo 


ry! 


O         Son         of     Right-eous-ness, 
Je    -     sus,        the    con-qu'ringname, 
Brave  com  -  rades,  make  this    day 


p^^i 


±fci- 


t^--^ 


Chorus. 


m^^^mm^^^^^^ 


Now    o'er  us  shin  -  ing  ! 

O'er      all  pre-vail  -  ing  I     Day     of  joy,  Day     of  hope,  Day     of     en- 
Gold  -  en    in  sto  -  ry  I 


^^ 


F=t 


■-i=--i 


fe£Etegs=5; 


-f— ^- 


t=t= 


rp 


^^^^m^^^^mi 


deav  -  or; 


Brave  souls     are  making  thee     Glo-rious  for  -  ev 

.      i       N 


i?± 


I — I 


i 


9^ 


'f^^^ 


Copyright*  1913,  by  The  Fillmor?  Ot«8.  Ro«     International  copyright. 


94 

F.  BOTTOME. 


The  Comforter  Has  Come 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


W'M.  J.  KiRKPATRICK. 


1^= 

-^ 

vf '  r   P   t 

-^ 

-«— 

#— = — # # # 

-fa — r # ^ \- 

hg 

-f 1 

A—* 

L .  >» — s — 1 — 

-t; ^ — 

T-^? — n — 1» — 

-^ j, — 1 

r 

9  __    r,  __  r  _  __  J 

i_ 

^      \J      r. 

r    —i 

1. 

2. 
3. 
4. 
5. 

1          1          1^       '•       '         1 
0     spread  the  ti-dings  round, 
The  long, long  night  is    past. 
Be  -  hold,  the   King  of  kings, 
0    bound-less  love  di  -  vine  I 
Sing  till     the  ech-oes      fly 

wher  -  ev  -  er  man  is       found, 

the    morning  breaks  at    last; 

with  heal-ing    in     His  wings, 

how  shall  this  tongue  of  mine 

a  -  bove    the  vault-ed     sky, 

-   .      -       -         N        ^ 

1 

Wher- 
And 
To 
To 
And 
•0- 

c\*  *l 

1 

1         III* 

.|_ 

« 

S    *       S         S         W            r^               -            ■ 

^.  »S     r 

1          1        1        1          1 

r        1 

^     4       K 

K  *    K     1*     h 

ip 

w 

u'     1/     L-                        .1 

— ^^-h— 

H b — \j — V 

■-F — t — ' 
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^fe 


i=K 


■^=^ 


1 


^ 


-| ^ 


-5'- 


ev  -  er  human  hearts  and  hu-man  woes  a-bound;  1/et  ev-  'ry  Christian 
hushed  the  dreadful  gale  and  fu-ry     of  the  blast.     As    o'er  the  golden 
ev  -  'ry  captive  soul     a    full  deliv'rance  brings;  Andthro'the  va-cant 
wond'ring  mortals  tell  the  matchless  grace  divine,  That  I,      a  child  of 
all  the  saints  a-bove    to     all      be-low  re  -  ply.       In  strains  of  endless 


X:=X 


--^-¥=^- 


^=^N: 


r 


t/— y— y- 


D. 


'     '     '       •  •        I  l^ 

S.-IIoly  Ghost  from  heaven,  The  Father^  s  promise  given;  (/spread  the 


ti-dings 
Fink. 


'     1           l!?>                 f 

r  0- 0 0 p — 

[f" 

— # — 1 

r?         # 

r^ 

— t — 

r^ — 1 

k '    f     k     ' 

W         \ 

1           0 

1          r 

^     1 

*          Ir?              . 

L                     &              M               R    ... 

f          K 

fo      r 

1  ■ 

H  H-     C             f- 

h        ^      \J      ~,  _.  _ 

j^ 

-h       T 

1                                                           l^ 

tongue  proclaim  the  joy-ful  sound: 

r      1 
The  Com 

-  fort  ■ 

■er 

has  come. 

hills       the   day     ad-vauc-es     fast; 

The  Com 

-fort 

-er 

has  come. 

cells      the  song    of   triumph  rings; 

The  Com 

-  fort 

-  er 

has  come. 

hell,     should  in  His  im  -  age  shine? 

The  Com 

-  fort 

-er 

has  come. 

love,      the  song  that  ne'er  will  die: 

The  Com 

-  fort 

-  er 

has  come. 

-|«-        b-       -.       -       -         N      ^ 

■f-     -^ 

•0- 

-i9- 

^ 

k-i* 

2*2        m        d 

%        • 

ta 

I9 

Ji* 

(^       1 

9 

I         r      1        u 

r         1 

r         i 

1 

-^      ■k=' 

\j      y      \? 

1 

"i 

te*      J 

K tlJ 

1 0-^ 

f^  _1 

I 

roundy  Wher-ev  -  er    man  is  found, — The  Com  -  fort  -  er        has 
Chorus. 


come  ! 
D.S. 


f± 


■f^ 


:t:: 


I 


1 — 

The  Com-fort  -  er    has   come,     The  Com-fort  -  er    has  come,     The 


-■^ 


0-^ — 0- 


m 


-H      k      I* 


y — f — t^ 

C«pyriebt,  1890,  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick.     Used  by  permiuion. 
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Fanny  J.  Cbosby. 


Mfe^ 


Rescue  the  Perishing. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Dr.  W.  H.  Doane. 


d: 


^zz^ 


^ 1? T 

1.  Res -cue       the     per  -   ish  -  ing,       Care      for     the      dy  -   ing, 

2.  Tho' they     are  slight -ing     Him,      Still       He      is     wait-  ing, 

3.  Down  in       the     hu  -  man    heart.   Crushed  by    the      tempter, 

4.  Res  -  cue      the     per  -  ish  -   ing,         Du    -   ty       de  -  mands  it ; 


^ 


*=t 


■-tr- 


=P^F 


% 


eE3; 


ii=r? 


-• — ^- 


-i^=^- 


Snatch  them  in  pit     -    y  from     sin  and  the  grave;  Weep  o'er  the 

Wait    -   ing  the  pen   -   i  -tent  child  to      re-ceive.  Plead  with  them 

Feel    -    ings  lie  bur   -  ied  that  grace  can     re-store ;  Touched  by    a 

Strength  for  thy    la  -    bor  the  L/ord  will  pro -vide.    Back      to  the 


9^=F^E 


i: 


:N=tc=t: 


-m- m «- 


err  -   ing    one,  Lift        up      the  fall    -    en, 

ear  -  nest  -  ly,  Plead      with  them  gent  -   ly, 

lov  -   ing  heart,  Wak  -  ened    by  kind  -  ness, 

nar  -  row    way  Pa  -    tient  -  ly  win     them : 


Tell    them    of 
He      will     for- 
Chords  that  were 
Tell     the    poor 


^ ^ ^          n                 • ^ ^ 

^Vp~i 1 1 f — i^* — f» — 1 — 

ft — , 
— 1 — — 

Ff—'^-V 

^— r — r — r    "  r — ^ — ^ — r 

-H 

-1 '^ ^ — 

Chorus. 


Je    -  sus,  the  might  -  y    to    save. 

give    if    they    on     -    ly    be  -  lieve.     Res  -  cue  the  per  -  ish  -  ing, 

brok  -  en  will      vi  -  brate  once  more. 

wan-derer  a       Sav  -   iour  has  died. 


^^^i^^^^^m 


--f=r: 


'^^mmi 


0—ft. 


'f=K 


-i^b- 


Care    for  the  dy  -  ing;    Je  -  sus     is_  mer-ci  -  ful, 


^-^ 


Je  -  sus  will  save. 


^^i 


-■f!=f? 
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96      The  Victory  May  Depend  On  You. 


George  O.  Webstek. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


S.  H.  Fillmore. 


fe=t 


1.  Thro'  the  land     a    call     is  sounding,  And  it  comes  to  age  and  youth; 

2.  See      the  mighty  hosts   of      e  -  vil  Spreading  death  thro 'out  the  land; 

3.  IvO,       a     tri-umph  day     is  coming,When  our  arms  shall  be  laid  down, 


g±EgEg±EgEgEJ 


-^t-^ 


^-^- 


S     N 


-*-^ 


-•-r- 


^z± 


^3 


'Tis     a     summons  to       the  con-flict,  In 
Who    is  there  will  an-swer  quick-ly,,  And 
Then  each  faithful,  loy  -  al    sol-dier  Shall 


the  cause  of  right  and  truth; 

the  hosts    of  sin  withstand? 

re-ceive      a  victor's  crown; 


^m- 


-k 


t=t 


-0 — #- 


^==^. 


=^=*= 


r-^ 


b    'u 


ifes 


^_^S 


i^ 


^-* ^— » 


E 


t: 


v,-i — 


To  the  stand-ard  of  our  Cap-tain, 
Do  not  fear  to  join  our  standard, 
Would  you  stand  among  the  vic-tors. 


IvO,  there  come  a  faith  ■ 
For  our  ranks  are  tried 
With  the  band  of  faith 


-?#: 


-#-^ 


»-— 


-»■  — 


^— #— 


-^—\J- 


^F^- 


-&— y- 


t:^: 


-  ful  few; 
and  true, 

-  ful  few; 

-^^-^ 


:t=t:: 


ii: 


fc-r-N 


4  — 


-0- — #- 


But  the  vie  -  to  -  ry,  my  broth 
And  the  vie  -  to  -  ry,  my  broth 
Then  the  vie    -   to  -  ry,     my  broth 


^^m: 


er.  May  de-pend 
er.  May  de-pend 
er,  Must   de-pend 


on 
on 
on 


:i!= 


you. 
you. 
you. 


mm 


^    Chorus. 

Melody  in  First  Tenor. 

1                  1 
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^      ^  »      ^               A 

A                 J 

"  1^          b     i^          b 

■4?i-^- 

r    1  ■    1    '     r 

'^  -,1              ^ 

M          m"  m          m' 
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k    k  *     k    »      k 

»      ^m         0         0 

-2-5 S— S-? — s — 

— r  ^-^ 

The    vie  - 

t'ry  may   de-pend  on     you,                 The  vic-t'ry  may  de- 
on    3'ou, 

t^'tt      f 

-  .       .-    ■  -  .       -                 « 

m        \i  \          »          m 

•  .     »    »  •     » 

9^|-C= 

"  f  • 

■£■   ''t^m       S          f 

1       — 5~'  1           C^ 

t-r- 

— t' — ' y — s * — 

^P       ft    f_»           l__^ 

-U >— I' ^ 

-  c^— 

V — t'       ^     • 

L^ 1 \- 

■ 
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The  Victory  May  Depend  On  You, 


=r^ 


S= 


pend     on    you,  (on  you,)  Dare     to  stand    a-mong  the  few,  With  the 


m 


^--jL^ 


i^izzzte: 


R     '^ 


:^=:^ 


3^ 


N ,N 


^^=j: 


Ti=rM 


faith  -  ful,  tried  and  true,  For     the  vic-t'ry  may     depend     on     you. 


fe=t=t|^ 


* 
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97  Lead  Us  Heavenly  Father. 

James  Edmeston.  Melody  in  Second  Tenor .  I.  B.  Woodbury, 


1.  Ivead  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us  O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea  ; 

2.  Saviour, breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us;  All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know; 

3.  Ivet  Thy  Spir-it,  now  at  -  tend-ing.  Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy. 


;JI=(E 


9i5^ 


t 


^ 


«= 


1 — v-r- 


:t=t 


f==F^F 


3tzt^=t5t 


Guard  us,  guide  us, keep  us,  feed  us,  For  we  have  no  help  but  Thee  ; 
Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us.  Thou  didst  feel  its  keen-est  woe. 
Ivove    with  ev-'ry     passion  blending, Pleas-ure  that   can  nev-er    cloy: 

\ 


-^     r\  L» M « 


t^ 


I f 


F=^F=f 


r — r 


:tSt± 


^ 


Yet  pos-sess-ing  ev  -  'ry  bless-ing,  If       our  God  our  Fa-ther  be. 
Ivone  and  dreary, faint  and  wear-y.  Thro'  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 
Thus  provided,  pardoned,  guid-ed.  Nothing  can  our  peace  de-stroy. 


r7 


^^^E^^^. 


^ 
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98        The  Lord  is  in  His  Holy  Temple. 


W.  H.  Bagbt. 

I— r-l- 


is 


&¥ 


i^ 


Melody  "'n  Second  Tenor. 


-_| ^ M «_ 


E 


i^^=ii 


J.  H.  FiLLMOBK. 


^ 


1.  The  Ivord  is  in   His   ho  -  ly  tern-  pie,  I^et  earth   be-fore  Him 

2.  The  L/ord  is  in    His   ho  -  ly  tern-  pie,  Be      si   -  lent  all    and 

3.  The  L/ord  is  in   His   ho  -  ly  tern- pie,  Bow  down  be- fore  His 

'J-  '^  ^ 


-^^ 


ffi^s^ 


EEj: 


■^ 


i 


.^N_ 


■ M K 


^: 


^ 


;P^ 


i=l^ 


feg 


si-lence  keep;      In     rev'rence  bow,  ye    loft  -  y      mountains,  And 
hear   His  word;      In     God  -  ly     fear  at-tend  and     lis    -   ten,      A 
maj  -  es  -   ty;        Be     si   -   lent     in    His  aw  -  ful     pres-ence.  Whose 

aP— ^  g^T 0 .  ^ ^ ^ — a — 0 — ^ .  »—,—»' 0- 


EEi 


-F^ 


^=1 


ttiv 


5^5: 


^-^=^-i 


Refrain. 


il 


>-?—-■- 


(S'-T 


^— ^- 


be   thou  still,  O   rest   -  less  deep !      The  L/ord 
message  hear  from  Christ  the  L/ord  I 
glo  -  ry    fills    e  -  ter    -    ni   -   ty !     Keep    si   -  lence, 

h               K                                                       1          ^ 
S  — • a :^^— ^ # r^sr^.— r» r  • « 

^ L^       ^—    »  f  —    I  ZC S  ^— ^=— 


--— ^— y— p— t?- 

is  in  His  ho-  ly 


S 


fet^ 


SS 


i 


J=j 


N'T ,. 


f=^^ 


I      I     I 


V— y 


:^+ 


V— ^— V- 


1 h 


tem-ple,    Thel/ord        is  in  His  ho-ly   tem-ple.  Keep  silence,    keep 
Keep  silence, 


9teE^^ 


m 


f.-? — 


e^ 


:bp: 


ii>5r  Zasi  wrse. 


silence,  Keep  silence  be  -  fore  Him.  A        -        men. 

The  Lord  is  in  His  ho-ly  temple. 


9ifel 
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"We  Praise  Thee,  O  God! 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  II.  Fillmore. 


1.  We  praise  Thee,  0   God, 

2.  We  praise  Thee,  0   God, 

3.  We  praise  Thee,  0  God, 


in  Thy  name  we  re-joice, 
for  the  gifts  of  Thy  hand, 
for  the  light   of    Thy  word, 


We  wor-ship  be- 
So  free  and  so 
The  mes-sage   of 


^^ 


F* 


f=f: 


t=^ 


t=:^ 


:e 


"&- 
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W 


fct 


£EE 


■fO- 


^^ 


fore  Thee  with  the  harp   and   the  voice;  For     fa  -  vors  un  -  num-bered  sweet 

pre  -  cious    o -ver    all    this   fair   land;  Thou  giv  -  est  the    sun-shine,  Thou 

mer  -  cy    we   in    glad-ness  have  heard;  For     Je  -  sus.  Thy   Son,   who    for 

# — P- p    f    ,-fi — f: ^ 


t=l=t 


=^ 


^ 


V—^ 


I        i        I 

is — #s — •: 


l^^f 


f=*=t 
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±z=t 


;b; 


an-  thems  we  sing,  For  boun-ties  un-meas-ured  glad  off 'rings  we  bring; 
send  -  est  the  rain.  Thou  glad-'nest  the  pasture.  Thou  rip'n-est  the  grain ; 
sin   -  ful  man  came,    For  joys    of    sal  -  va  -  tion  thro' faith  in    His   name; 


^^^ 


s^i^'^rtstrU 


t=r=t: 


l=?=rt 


I       I       t 


^s 


^^ 


m 


It 


f^ 
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Thou  Fa  -  ther,  all  gra-  cious,  who  heed  -  est  our  call,  Thou  King 

The    har-  vest  Thou  bring-  est    in    bil  -  lows  of  gold.  The  glad 

For  strength  in  the  con  -  flict  vie  -  to  -  rious  to  be.  For   hope 

-       -       «      ■»•-#■•#-      f-     -^      #•  _  J  Jv 


of     all 

year  Thou 

of    the 


P=^ 


w # 1— 


s^ — *^-,t 
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h^^hk- 
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^—^ 


t=t: 
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kindness.  Thou  Ru-ler  of  all.  We  praise  Thee,  0  God,  we  praise  Thee,  0  God. 
crownest  with  goodness  un-told.  We  praise  Thee,  0  God,  we  praise  Thee,  0  God. 
glo  -  ry    of  heav-en  with  Thee,  We  praise  Thee,  0  God,  we  praise  Thee,  0  God. 
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0 — 0- 
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Onward  Christian  Brothers. 


W.  F.  McCaulet, 

Stirring  march  tempo. 


J.  W.  Lerman. 


A 


g 


t=x 


S3 


-i — r 


1.  On-ward  Chris-tian      broth  -  ers,         in      this     ho  -  ly         war  1 

2.  Hear  the     cry      of  na     -   tions,  bound  with   er  -  ror's     chains, 

3.  Take  the     gos  -  pel         ar     -    mor         at      your  I^ord's  com-mand, 

J A A J- 


Sfei; 


^f 


:? 


^^m 


J^r 


J: 


Firm  the  ranks  and     stead     -  y,  strong  our   le  -  gions  are  1 

See       the    mil  -  lions     dy     -     ing  in     their  woe     and  pains ; 

Quit     your-selves  with  cour    -   age,  and  like     he  -  roes  stand; 

I 


i 


^ 


i 


-h- 


For-ward     in    -   to  bat     -    tie,       haste   to      meet  the       foe; 

Heed  the     lost  ones'     plead  -  ing,       grop-ing      in      the      night. 
Soon  the     con  -  flict       end     -    ed,        bur-dens     all     laid     down, 


^=i. 


§ 


i!^ 


iz 


f_E^^ 


i^zznt: 


l^^^s=^E^^l?=, 


■^- 


-^ 


Sig  -  nal  for  the 
Speed  ye  to  the 
Hailed  you'll  be  as 


on   -  set,    hear  the       bu 
res  -  cue,     all      ye     hosts 
con-q'rors,  with     a        robe 


gles  blow ! 

of  light  I 

and  crown. 

I 


9^=?=?= 


7i^ 


J-J-r-d— 


u=_i — m — m — I . 1 


Chorus. 


1.  bugles,  bugles  blow  I 

2.  hosts, ye  hosts  of  light. 

3.  robe,  a  robe  and  crown. 


^^i 


m 


Onward  Christian  brothers  1  hold  the  col  -  ors  high  I     Triumph  is      be- 

-I— I 


^:d2t 
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;f^=* 
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Onward  Christian  Brothers, 


^m 


JE^ 
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:f=i 


^'EEB^ 
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fore     you,    truth  cau  nev-ei/  die!,  .  .  ,     Strike  for  God  andcoun  -  try, 

nev-er  die  1 
1  II 

-F V Is h 1 — ff# 1 ^  -i #=-*?hB S 
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:^ 


Poco  rif. 


Marc. 


ev'ry  wrong  assail ;  I^ooking  unto     Je  -  sus,  by  His  might  prevail. 
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Edward  Pebkonet. 


All  Hail  the  Power. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Arr.  by  H.  F. 


t=1: 


m 


— h- 

1.  All  hail  the  pow'r  of    Je  -  sus'  namellyet  an -gels  prostrate  fall; 

2.  L/et  ev  -  'ry  kind-red,   ev  -  Vy  tribe,  On    this  ter-res  -trial  ball, 

3.  O  that  with  yon-der    sa-cred  throng  We  at     His  feet  may  fall! 
I  II 


:^: 


« — I h- 


i 


I     I     I     I — hs±=i 
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^^1 


t 

Bring  forth  the  roy-al       di  -  a-dem.  And  crown  Him  L/ord 

To     Him  all    maj-es  -   ty     ascribe, And  crown  Him  I/ord 

We'll  join  the  ev  -  er-  last-ing  song,And  crown  Him  I/ord 

I  I    j^  i>  I    n 


of 
of 
of 


all, 
all, 
all, 


Ad 
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Bring  forth  the  roy-al     di  -  a-dem,  And  crown  Him  I^ord  of 

To     Him  all    maj-es  -  ty     ascribe,  And  crown  Him  Ivord  of 

We'll  join  the  ev  -  er-last-ingsong.  And  crown  Him  I^ord  of 

I        I        1^1  I      f^  I 


all. 
all. 
all. 
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Going  Down  the  Valley: 


Jessie  H.  Bkown. 

Witb  feeling:. 


J,  M.  FlI/LMOKli. 


m 


tea 


i 


j-j^ir-f 


e^ 


--^=f^ 


1.  We  are    go  -  ing  down  the  val  -  ley  one    by    one,    With  our 

2.  We   are    go  -  ing  down  the  val  -  ley  one    by    one,   When  the 

3.  We   are    go  -  ing  down  the  val  -  ley   one    by    one,   Hu  -  man 


§^fe^ 
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E* 
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■& 
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fa  -  ces  t'w^ard  the  set-ting  of    the    sun;    Down  the  valley  where  the 
la  -  bors  of  the  wea  -  ry  day  are  done;    One  by  one  the  cares  of 
com-rade  you  or  I  will  there  have  none;  But  a  ten  -  der  hand  will 
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mournful  cypress  grows.  Where  the  stream  of  death  in  silence  onward  flows, 
earth  for  -  ev  -  er  past.    We  shall  stand  up-on  the  riv-er-bank  at  last, 
guide  us  lest  we  fall,     Christ  is  go-ing  down  the  val-ley  with  us  all. 
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We  are    go  -  ing  down  the  val-ley.        Go  -  ing  down  the  val-ley, 
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Go-ing  t' ward  the  set-ting  of  the  sun;  We  are  going  down  the  valley. 
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Going  Down  the  Valley. 
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Go-ing  down  the  valley,       Go-ing  down  the  valley     one     by   one, 
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103    When  the  Lord  Shall  Call  His  Own. 

A.  P.  Cobb.  J.  H.  F.    New  arrangement. 


1.  There  is  a  time,.  ...     a  happy  time, 

2.  Ivike  fertile  seed   ...  each  loving  deed, 

3.  What  heav'nly  grace    on  ev-'ry  face, 


.  When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own; 
.When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own; 
.  When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own; 
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Then  all  shall  sing, 

Tho'  lost  to  view  .  . 

As  to  each  one .  .  .  , 


.  and  praise  their  King,  When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own. 
.shall  spring  anew, ....  When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own. 
.  He  says  "well  done,"    When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own. 
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O  angel  song !  O  happy , happy  throng!  When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own; 
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Shall  I  be  there, 


.  your  bliss  to  share  I     When  the  Lord  shall  call  His  own. 
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104 


Speed  Away. 


Words  adapted  by  Palmeb  Habtsough. 


I.B.  WOODBUBY. 


w^^m 


^^ 


-P2- 


m^m^ 


^m 


1.  Speed  a  -  way!    speed  a  -  way!     bless  -  ed  gos  -   pel     of  light, 

2.  Speed  a  -  way!     speed  a  -  way!     love  -  ly    her  -  aids   of  peace, 

3.  Speed  a  -  way!     speed  a  -  way!     with    the  mes  -  sage  of  love, 
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There's  a    re  -  gion  that     li  -  eth  in  dark-ness  of  night, There's  a 

To       the  cap  -  tives  in      sor  -  row  go  take  thou     re-lease, To     the 

And     the  lost     will  look    up     to  the  Fa  -  ther     a-bove,They  will 
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shad  -  ow    of  death  on  that  des  -  o  -  late  shore, And  a  sad  call  that 
fall  -    en  that  moan  on   the  dark  fields  of    strife, To  the  dy  -  ing    O 
turn  from  the  dark-ness   of     sin     and  of  wrong, They  will  walk  in  the 

II       I       II       1^       I         ^^ll       1 


iptziz^: 


N=^: 


M — H — r: 


?^:^N: 


:l h 


V— ^- 


S^ 


¥ 


-,— r-N — I y- 


■^ 


comes  to  our  ears  ev  -  er-more ; 
speak  thou  the  sweet  words  of  life, 
sun  -  light   of  glad-ness    and  song, 
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O  spread  thy  bright  pinions,  O 
O  haste  with  thy  heal-ing.  Bright 
Thy  God  will  be  with  thee,  Then 
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make  no  de  -  lay ;  Speed  a  -  way !  speed  a  -  way,  speed  a  -  way. 
beams  of  the  day;  Speed  a  -  way  I  speed  a  -  way,  speed  a  -  way. 
why  dost  thou  stay ;     Speed  a  -  way  1  speed  a  -  way,     speed   a  -  way. 
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Pbiscilla  J.  Owens, 


Jesus  Saves. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


WM.  J.  KiRKPATEICK. 
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1.  We  have  heard     a     joy  -  ful  sound, 

Je  - 

sus  saves. 

Je  -  sus  saves; 

2.  Waft  it     on         the  roll  -  ing  tide. 

Je  - 

sus  saves. 

Je  -  sus  saves ; 

3.  Sing  a  -  bove     the   bat-tie's  strife. 

Je  - 

sus  saves. 

Je  -  sus  saves; 

4.  Give  the  winds     a  might-y     voice, 

Je  - 

sus  saves, 

Je  -  sus  saves; 
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Spread  the  glad  -  ness  all        a-round, 
Tell    to     sin  -  ners,   far     and  wide. 
By      His  death  and     end  -  less  life, 
I/et     the     na  -   tions  now     re  -  joice, 

1= 


Je 
Je 
Je 
Je 


sus  saves, 
sus  saves, 
sus  saves, 
sus  saves, 


Je  -  sus  saves; 
Je  -  sus  saves; 
Je  -  sus  saves; 
Je  -  sus  saves; 
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Bear  the  news  to  ev  -  'ry  land.  Climb  the  steeps  and  cross  the  waves, 
Sing,  ye  is  -  lands  of  the  sea,  Kch  -  o  back,  ye  o-cean  caves, 
Sing  it  soft  -  ly  thro' the  gloom.  When  the  heart  for  mer-cy  craves, 
Shout  sal  -  va  -  tion,  full  and  free,    High  -  est  hills  and  deep-est  caves, 
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On- ward,  'tis       our  L/ord's  command, 
Karth  shall  keep  her  ju     -  bi  -  lee. 
Sing     in     tri-umpho'er    the  tomb. 
This    our  song    of      vie  -  to  -   ry, 

Je 
Je 
Je 
Je 

-  sus  saves, 

-  sus  saves, 

-  sus  saves 

-  sus  saves. 

Je 
Je 
Je 
Je 

-  sus  saves. 

-  sus  saves. 

-  sus  saves, 
sus  saves. 
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106 


There  Stands  a  Rock. 


Sunaay  School  Journal. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


T.  C.  O'Kane. 


i 


% 


±-t 


'^ 


Mt: 


^ 


:tt 


1.  There  stands  a  Rock,  on  shores  of    time,  That  rears  to    heav'n  its 

2.  That  Rock's  a  cross,     its   arms  out-spread,  Ce  -  les  -  tial    glo  -  ry 

3.  That  Rock's  a  tower,  whose  loft-y    height,  Il-lumedwith  heav'n'sun- 
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lime;  That    Rock   is  cleft,  and  they      are    blest     Who 

head;  To        its     firm  base  my    all         I      bring,  And 

light,  Opes  wide    its  gates      be  -  neath  the   dome.  Where 
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find  with  -  in 
to      the   cross 
saints  find  rest 
I  I  f 


this  cleft    a      rest. 

of      a  -  ges  cling.  Some  build  their  hopes  on     the 
with  Christ  at  home. 
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ev-er-drift-ing  sand, Some  on  their  fame  or  their  treasure  or  their  land  ; 
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Mine's  on  the  Rock  that  forever  shall  stand,  Jesus,  the  '  'Rock  of  A  -  ges. " 
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Give  Heart  and  Hand. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Samuel  W.  Beazlet. 


a-«— c — -\ i-^l 1 h 


1.  To     aid     the  cause  of  Christ  our  I/ord, Give  heart      and  hand 

2.  To     glor  -  i  -    fy  your  Saviour's  name, 

3.  To  spread'His  kingdom  here  be-low, 

4.  To  light  the  world  with  truth  and  love,         Give  heart 
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A  -  bund-ant  grace  will  He      af  -  ford, Give  heart  and    hand. 

His  pre  -  cious  gos-pel     to     pro-claim. 

Till  oth  -  ers     His    sal  -  va  -  tion  know. 

To     wak  -  en  songs  of     joy      a    -  bove,  Give  heart  and  hand, 
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Chorus. 


Give  heart  and  hand  to  help  the  weak,  The  fallen  lift,  the  straying  seek; 
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"Go  ye, "  it  is  the  L/ord's  command, Give  heart      and  hand. 

Give  heart,         give  heart  and  hand. 
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If  Christ  Should  Come. 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


J.  B,  Herbert. 


m^g 


1.  If  Christ  should  come  to 

2.  If  Christ  should  come  to 

3.  If  Christ  should  come  to 


our 
our 
our 
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town  to  -  night,  Should  come  in 
church  to  -  night,  Would  we  be 
home     to  -  night,  Would  we      re- 


4.  Our  Christ  may   come  to       the      earth     to  -  night.    May  come    in 
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glo  -  ry       and     pow'r  and  might,  Would    all 

the 

peo  -  pie,    with 

watching  with  lamps  trimmed  bright?  Would  He 

find 

noth-ing      but 

ceive  Him  with     great     de  -  light?  Would    He 

be 

wel-come,     a 

glo  -  ry       and     pow'r  and  might  I     I/et        us 

be 

read  -  y       our 

*4 

I H^ d «—- 

f          S        2            ^    " 

-r — 

— P- — 

—t J 5~ 

^1 

r          r        r           ' 

p 

^ 

f*         '        P 

; — ; — j_j 

— i y \ 1 

L-h— 

— y 

t' > b^ — ' 

glad    ac- claim,  U     -   nite      to  her  -  aid  and  shout  His  name! 

per  -  feet  love.  His       peo  -  pie  liv  -  ing  like  those  a  -  bove? 

roy  -   al    guest,  Re  -   ceiv  -  ing  from    us  each  day  our     best? 

gifts     to   bring!  L/et       us         be  read  -  y        to  crown  Him  King; 
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Or     would  our  rul  -  ers  the       Sav  -  iour  slight,  If  Christ  should 
Could  we  show  garments  of      spot  -  less  white,  If  Christ  should 


come, 
come, 

Or     would  we  trem-ble    in      great      af-fright,  If  Christ  should  come, 

come. 


Then  we  may  hail  Him  with  great       de-light.  If  Christ  should 
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If  Christ  Should  Come, 
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If  Christ  should  come, If  Christ  should  come  to  our     town    to  -  night? 
If  Christ  should  come, If  Christ  should  come  to  our  church  to  -  night? 
If  Christ  should  come, If  Christ  should  come  to  our     home  to  -  night? 
If  Christ  should  come, If  Christ  should  come  to  the     earth    to  -  night? 
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H.  F.  Ltte. 
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Abide  W^ith  Me. 

Trio  for  Second  Tenor,  Baritone  and  Bass. 


Louis  D.  Eichhoen. 
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1.  A  -  bide  with  me,    fast  falls  the     e  -  ven 

2.  I     need  thy  pres  -  ence  ev  -  'ry  pass-ing 

3.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  be-fore  my  clos-ing 


tide, 

hour, 

eyes, 


The  dark-ness 
What  but  Thy 
Shine  thro'  the 
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deep  -  ens.  Lord,  with  me      a    • 
grace    can      foil      the  tempter's 
gloom,  and  point     me      to      the 


bide;  When  oth  -  er  help  -  ers 
pow'r?  Who,  like  Thy-self  my 
skies;  Heav'n's  morning  breaks,  and 
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fail  and  comforts  flee.  Help  of  the  helpless,  O  a  -bide  with  me. 
guide  and  stay  can  be, Thro'  cloud  and  sunshine, Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me. 
earth's  vain  shadows  flee,  In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord,  a  -  bide  with  me. 
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I  Am  Thine,  O  Lord, 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Dr.  W.  H.  Doane. 
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1.  I      am  Thine,  O    I^ord,  I  have  heard  Thy  voice,  And  it  told     Thy 

2.  Con  -  se-crate   me  now    to   Thy  serv-ice,  Lord,     By  the  power  of 

3.  Oh,  the   pure  de  -  Hght    of      a      sin-gle  hour    That  be -fore  Thy 

4.  There  are  depths  of  love  which  I    can-not  know.  Till    I  cross  the 
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love  to  me;  But  I  long  to  rise  in  the  arms  of  faith, 
grace  di  -  vine;  L/et  my  soul  look  up  with  a  steadfast  hope, 
throne  I  spend,  When  I  kneel  in  prayer,  and  with  Thee, my  God, 
nar  -  row    sea,  There  are  heights  of     joy     that     I     may    not   reach 
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And 
And 
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be     clos    -   er  drawn    to      Thee.  Draw  me   near   -   er, 
my  will        be      lost       in     Thine, 

com-mune    as  friend  with  friend.  ^ 

I      rest         in  peace  with  Thee.  ^^^^  me   nearer,  nearer, 
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■er,  bless-edl/ord.  To  the  cross  where  Thou  hast  died;  Draw  me 
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near-er,  nearer,  nearer, blessed  Ivord, To  Thy  precious, bleeding  side. 
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111         Open  the  Windows  of  Heaven. 


Palmeb  Habtsough. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOBE. 


D.  C. — 0  I  'pen    the  win  -  dows  of  heaven,  0    Lord,   And  bless  -  ings    up  - 

2.  Ivook    on    thy  vine-yard,    O  Lord,    and    see     The    toil     of      Thy 

3.  O  -  pen     the   win-dows  of  heav'n,  O     L/ord,  And  fields  shall  re- 


:i—l 


i  T  7  r  it=$±^ 
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:i^=^ 
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s^^ 


'■t- 
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r^ 


on      us  now    rich  -     ly    pour^     While      to    Thine    al  -    tar    with 

ser  -  vants  naught  can      a  -  vail,      Fierce    falls  the  heat      on    each 
vive    and    bloom     des  -  ert  lands,     Na    -    tions  shall  has  -  ten      to 


i 


^ 


1         I  K        V  -^         Fine, 


^e 


joy  we  bring  The  tithes  and  the  offer  -  ings  of  our  store. 
flower  and  tree  And  springs  of  re-  ifresh-ing  all  do  fail, 
do        Thy   word,    And  kings    shall  re  -  vere     Thy    blest  commands. 
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Thy    voice,  lyord,  have  we  heard.  We  rise  from  our  sin  and   sad  -  ness, 
Thy  blest  voice.O  Lord,have  we  heard, 
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Thy    sweet       fav  -  or  re-stored.  We  come  to  Thy  courts  with  gladness. 
And   in  Thy  sweet 
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Glory  By  and  By. 


E  E.  Hewitt. 

DUBT. 


Frbd  a,  Fillmore. 


^^^^^^^^^^^ 


1.  A   pres  -  ent  help  my  God  will  be;  All  blessings  at  the  cross  I  see; 

2.  What  tho'  the  skies  are  sometimes  gray,  Faith  sees  a  blessed  gclden  ray; 

3.  There's  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need, To  bless  me    as    I  sow  the  seed; 

4.  Thro'  good  and  ill, thro'  sun  and  show'r,I'll  trust  the  Saviour's  mighty  pow'r, 


m 


^m^ 
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^^^^^ 
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-I— r 


Grace,  day  by  day,  He's  promised  me.  And  glo  -  ry 
There's  grace  suf-fi»cient  for  to  -  day.  And  glo  -  ry 
To  keep  me,  com-fort  me  and  lead.  And  glo  ry 
For  grace  for    ev>  'ry  com-ing  hour.  And  glo  -  ry 


by  and  by . 

by  and  by 

by  and  by . 

by  and  by 
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Chorus. 
Glo 


igs 
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and     by,      Glo 
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Glo  -  ry  by   and    by,  by 

Glo     -      ry,  glo  -  ry    by  and  by, 

1        ,  .    >  ^  . 


and      by, 
and      by. 


Glo  -  ry    by    and 
Glo     -    ry, 
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by 
by  and    by; 
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by,  by  and    by; 

glo  -  ry     by      and     by,         and     by; 
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Grace        day        by     day. 
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ry, 
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Grace    all      the  way.  And  glo  -  ry 

I 


by    and    by,        by    and   by. 
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Knowles  Shaw. 


i^ 


Bringing  In  the  Sheaves. 

Melody  in  First  Bass. 

-0 0 0-^ 


Knowles  Shaw. 
Arr.  by  H.  F. 
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1.  Sow-ing   in    the  morn-  ing,  sowing  seeds    of  kind-ness,  Sow  -ing 

2.  Sow-ing    in     the  sun-shine,  sow-ing    in      the  shad-ows,   Fear-ing 

3.  Go,  then,  e  -  ven  weep-  ing,  sow-ing    for     the  Mas  -  ter,    Tho'  the 

.0 0 — 0^ — f 0. 
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in  the  noontide,  and  the  dew  -  y  eves ;  Wait-ing  for  the  har-vest, 
neither  clouds  nor  winter's  chilling  breeze;  By  and  by  the  har-vest, 
loss  sustained  our  spir-  it  oft  -  en  grieves;  When  our  weeping's  o- ver. 
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and    the    time 
and    our      la  - 
He     will    bid 
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of    reap 
bor     end 
us    wel  - 

-  ing.    We    shall  come    re  -  joic 

-  ed,    We    shall  come    re  -  joic   ■ 
come,   We    shall  come    re  -  joic   - 
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•   ing, 
ing, 
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Chorus. 
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bringing  in   the  sheaves.  Bringing  in  the  sheaves,  Bringing  in  the  sheaves, 
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We  shall  come  rejoicfng.  Bringing  in  the  sheaves,  Bringing  in  the  sheaves. 
^    ^      -      ^    ^    ^     ^     -^  '^-.0Jt~t-<S.- 
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Just  Now. 


X.  W.  L. 

K         fv         ^ 

J  W.  Lehman. 

Ik.        ..         V 

1  J  r     fc. 
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1.  Once  more  hear  the   sweet    in  -   vi    -    ta    - 

2.  The    temp-ter,    per  -  haps,  is       now  say  - 

3.  To    -  mor-row  your  heart  may     be    hard 

r   ■■ 

tion 
ing: 
-  er, 

i 

From  Je  -  sus,    the 
"There's  plenty    of 
Your  ear    may  be 

m          m 
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Sav-iour  of  men;    He  of  -  fers      to       par  -  don     you    free  -  ly, 

time  to    de  -  cide ;    Just  go    your  own    way    for        a      sea  -  son , 

deaf  to     His  call,     And  tho*     you  have     oft     been    in  -  vit     -  ed, 

N       N       N          11 


Jk—i—t- 


4 — 0 — 0 — H-v=^y— 5 — S fc^ fc^ »/ 
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i^i^ 


And    give  you     sal  -  va  -  tion   from      sin.         Tho'     oft  -   en      be- 
And      la  -  ter      call  Christ  to      your      side."       If        Je  -  sus      is 
Your  soul    may    be     lost,    aft  -  er  all.  Or,      if    there  should 


t=3t 
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^El3f 
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J^f^^^^^ 
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•     •     t/        I  I  y 

fore  He  has    plead  -  ed.      Till      now  He  has  pleaded    in         vain; 

real  -  ly  worth  hav  -  ing,    Then     sure-ly    'tis  wise  to    al     -      low, 

be     no  "to  -mor-row,"    If    God  called  your  spirit     a    -      way, 

-I- 


i 


^E^^E^^^i 


t 

Once  more    to    your  heart  He  seeks     en  -  trance, Don't  put  off  de- 

That  the  soon-er  you    take  Him,  the     bet    -  ter,       So     hast  -  en  and 

'Twould  then  be    too  late     for      re  -  pent  -  ance,    So    why  not  seek 


-N ^ ^ 
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Just  Now. 

Refrain.  ,  ^  • 
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cid  -  ing  a  -  gain, 
take  Him  just  now. 
safe  -  ty      to     -     day? 
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Just 


now, 


just 
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Just  now, 
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now,  O 

just  now,  O 
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broth-er,     no    long  -  er      de  -    lay;  (de-lay;)   The       Sav  -  iour 
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wait-ing  to      wel  -  come,    Ac  -  cept  His  sal  -  va-tion  to  -  day. (to-day.) 
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Isaac  Watts. 


M& 
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^^ 


S 


Duke  Street. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


John  Hatton.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 


* 


1.  Je-sus  shall  reign  where'er  the    sun    Does  His  suc-ces-sive  journeys  run; 

2.  For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made,  And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head; 

3.  People  and  realms  of  ev  -  'ry    tongue  Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song; 

4.  Blessings  abound  where'er  He   reigns;  The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains; 

5.  Let  ev-'ry  crea-ture  rise  and     bring     Pe  -  cu  -  liar  hon-ors   to     our  King; 


l>      LJ  "^  'I 

His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore.  Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

His  name,  like  sweet  perfume,  shall  rise    With  ev-'ry  morn  -  ing  sac  -  ri  -  fice. 

And  in-fant  voic  -  es  shall  pro  -  claim  Their  ear-ly  bless-ings  on    His  name. 

The  wea-ry    find    e  -  ter  -  nal    rest,    And  all  the   sons    of  want  are  blest. 

An  -  gels  de-scend  with  songs  a  -  gain,    And  earth  re-peat  the   loud  A  -  men. 
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Let  Every  Heart  Ring  True. 


Eleanor  Allkn  Schroll.      Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 
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1.  When  the     day  is     bright,  When  the  work  is  light,  I/et 

2.  Called  to       do  and     dare,    Joy      or    grief  to  bear,    lyet 

3.  When  temp-ta    -  tions    rise.   Turn  and    face  the  skies,  L/et 

4.  Till      the    day  is       done,   Till     the      set  of  sun,  I^et 
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-  'ry 

heart  ring     true; 
heart  ring    true; 
heart  ring     true; 
heart  ring     true; 

When  the 

Sad     and 

B   -    vil 

Till,     by 

1^        1^ 
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night  is      long.  When  the 
sore   op-pressed.  Stronger 
ways  al  -   lure,     0,       be 
wondrous  grace,  We    shall 
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Chorus.     ^ 
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need    is  strong,  Ivet  ev  -  'ry  heart  ring  true. 

for      the     test,    I^et  ev  -  'ry  heart  ring  true.    L/ct  ev-'ry  heart  ring 

stead-fast,  sure,  Let  ev  -  'ry  heart  ring  true. 

see     His    face,    l^et  ev  -  'ry  heart  ring  true. 
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true,       Let     ev    -    'ry  heart  ring  true,      To      the  cause  we     love, 
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To     our    God       a    -    bove,    Let      ev  -    'ry    heart    ring     true  I 
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Take  Hold  and  Help. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


Samuel  W.  BeaZley. 
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1.  Take  hold  and  help,  ye  Chris-tian  men,  E  -  ter  -  nal  stars, your  prize, 

2.  Take  hold  and  help,  wher-ev-er     need,Wher-ev-er     sin      is     found; 

3.  Take  hold  and  help,  the  work  demands  Your  highest,  no-blest  powers; 

4.  Take  hold  and  help,  the  cause  is    great,  The  serv-ice  most   sub-lime; 
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O,  hear  the  Master's  voice  a  -  gain   Resounding  from  the  skies. 
Proclaim  your  Christ  by  word  and  deed.  And  grace  shall  more  abound. 
Give  Jesus  head  and  heart  and  hands,  And  quickly-fly  -  ing   hours. 
Toil  on,  till  at      the  pearl  -  y  gate.  The  vict'ry  bells  shall  chime. 
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Chorus. 
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Take  hold,take  hold, take  hold  and  help,  Be  loy-  al  brave  and  true,  and  true; 
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Take  hold, take  hold, take  hold  and  help, The  Ivord  de-pends  on    you. 
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The  W^ireless  S.  O.  S. 


Palmer  Hartsough. 


1.  Ivist,  O 

2.  See,  O 

3.  Help,        O 


Henry  Fillmore. 


list!        there  ^s   a  sound  from  the     sil  -  ver  -  y 
see!         they  have  heard    it,— that  woe  -  ful  cotn- 
ye     who  know    of 


help! 
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the  truth    and  the 
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wave;  (from  the  silv'ry  wave;)  Ivist,  O 
mand ;  (they  have  heard  it,  and)  See,  O 
right;  (ye  who  know   of    it;)  Help,      O 


list! 
see! 
help 


far    a- way, where  the 

they  are  starting,  that 

to  those  lands  in  the 


^^=i 


r^- 
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bright  waters  lave ;  (where  the  waters  lave;)  Come,  O 
true  lit  -  tie  band;  (they  are  starting,  and)  See,  O 
dark-ness  of  night;  (in   the  dark-ness,  yes),  Help,    O 


come! 

see! 

help! 


'tis  the 
they  are 
send  the 
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call  for  the  true  and  the  brave;  Come,       O  come!  for  the  lost   to 

go-ing  to  help  that  sad  land ;     Keep     them,    I^ord,  with  Thine  own  right 
gos-pel  of    joy  and  of    light;     Help,        O  help!    gracious  God  of 


Chorus.    Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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save. 

hand.         Save  our     souls !     Save    our     souls  I  Hear  it,  O  hear  it  I  so 

might. 
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The  W^ireless  S.  O.  S. 
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soft,  yet  plain,  Coming,  still  coming,  from  o'er  the  main ;  Save  our      souls  I 
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Save   our      souls  !  Daily  and  nightly  the  call  comes,  Save  our      souls  I 
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Fierce  Was  the  Wild  Billow. 


J.  B.  Hebbbbt. 
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1.  Fierce  was     the     wild   bil-low.  Dark    was  the  night,    Oars     la-bored 

2.  Ridge      of    the  mountain  wave, L/Ow    -    er   thy  crest  1    Wail     of     Eu- 

3.  Je     -     sus,    De  -  liv  -  er  -  er,  Come  Thou  to    me,    Soothe  Thou  my 
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heav  -  i     -    ly,  Foam  glimmered  white.  Trem-bled  the  mar  -  i  -  ners, 
roc  -  ly  -  don,      Be      thou      at    rest!     Sor  -  row  can  nev  -  er     be, 
voy  -  ag    -  ing      O    -    ver    life's  sea.      Thou,  when  the  storm  of  death 
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l^i^S 


T^ 


gP^^ll 


iB=4^f=Q=Eg3^^^^^ 


r 

Per  -  il  was  nigh;  Then  said  the  God  of  gods: "Peace  I  It 
Darkness  must  fly , Where  saith  the  lyight  of  lights,"Peace  I  It 
Roars, sweeping  by.  Whisper,  O  Truth  of  truths, "Peace!  It 

^    ^ i_  ^ 


is  I!" 
is  I!" 
is     I!" 


'  r #-T~# -^-t \J h^ \J b 1 ^li i-r--^^ — ^J         " 
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120  I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 

Kate  Hankey.  Melody  in  Se'coxd  Tenor. 


Wm.  G.  Fischer. 


^^ 


1.  I  love 

2.  I  love 

3.  I  love 

4.  I  love 


to   tell  the  sto  -  ry         Of     un-seen  things  a  -  bove, 

to  tell  the  sto  -  ry ;    More  won-  der  -  ful   it     seems 

to   tell  the  sto  -  ry ;  ^Tis    pleas  -  ant      to    re  -    peat 

to   tell  the  sto  -  ry  ;    For  those  who  know  it     best 


(9- 


m 


:t==t=t: 


1E=N: 


^ 


t=t 


-f2- 


I  I 


K^^ 


a 


^ 


# 


-ti^:: 


Of      Je  - 
Than     all 
What  seems 
Seem   hun - 


sus    and  His    glo  -  ry, —   Of     Je  -  sus     and  His  love, 
the  gold  -  en   fan-cies         Of     all      our    gold-en  dreams. 
,  each  time  I     tell      it,     More  won  -  der  -  ful  -  ly  sweet, 
ger  -  ing  and  thirsting       To  hear     it,    like   the    rest. 


^^i^^ 


^^ 


mE\ 


:^=t 


7i — s^ 


-^-# 


m 


^F 


53E^ 


'^^a 


^ 


? 


I    love    to      tell    the  sto  -ry,  Be-cause      I  know  'tis  true; 

I    love    to      tell    the  sto  -  ry,  It      did      so  much  for    me,- 

I    love    to      tell    the  sto  -  ry,  For  some  have  nev  -  er  heard 

And  when,  in  scenes  of  glo-ry,  I      sing    the  new,  new  song. 


p^b;^=^pp-r-r-p 


■m 


^ 


^^^m 


f=^ 


jiB^ 


-7^ 


^^^mm^ 


t 

It      sat    -    is  -  fies  my  long-ings,      As   noth  -  ing  else    can    do. 

And  that       is    just  the   rea  -  son         I       tell        it   now    to     thee. 

The  mes  -  sage    of    sal  -  va  -  tion    From  God's  own  ho  -  ly  word. 

'Twill  be      the  old,  old   sto  -    ry    That       I     have  loved    so  long. 

A : 0 r-# f5> 0 i-a— r 0 a— r N- 


___^ i ■ —A 0 r* ^ • r»-T — # a-T ^-i — I ■ 


is 


k^-- 


Chords. 


m 


0-^ 


i    love      to    tell    the  sto  -  ry — 'Twill  be     my  theme  in  glo  -  ry. 


flE?; 


:^ 


:t=£ES 


i^i 


t= 


By  permistioD. 
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I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 


ffiS^B 


i:^=a=^i 


g — 1— ) — F 


i- 
To     tell    the  old,  old   sto 


■-i 


^ 


It 


!eS^ 


-i 

ry  Of      Je-susand     His  love. 


9%l=gt^ 


-^ 


5tt 


=^f 


1 — I — ^ 


121 


James  Rowe. 


It  Is  Love. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEE. 


'il|:j±^E^^^g^^E|^j^g'±^r^lH=n^^4s^j 


1.  Something  takes  a- way  my  sadness,     I       no   Ion  -  ger   am       a-fraid; 

2.  Sweeter  than  the  sweet-est  son-  net     Is   Thy  lov  -  ing  voice   to   me ; 

3.  O     that  soon  -  er    I  had  found  Thee  1  But  I'm  sat  -  is  -  fied      at   last, 


^A 


»=5=^g-P=# 


S^iEl 


t=x 


^^^^f:m^^^^tmsi] 


Something  makes  me  sing  with  gladness;  What  so  great  a  change  has  made? 
Take  my  heart — Thy  love  has  won  it;    Keep  it    for       e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
For       I   feel  Thine  arms  around  me.    And  Thy  love  will  hide  my  past. 


m^ 


fV-J^T-J 


^-J!■ 


Mi 


|i=5=g==! 


rj: 


^^ 


mf  Chorus,    m 

N       S      I  N     N     ,N 


tHt \- K'-i— I i^s — H= — H-^-^ ^ 1^ • 


^^-^ 


It     is  love,    I  know,  I  feel    it;  Take  my  heart,  dear  L/ord,  and  seal  it; 

I        I 


^— €- 


^ 


^ 


V    -^    ^- 


? 


w^':^E.%E^ 


-5i--t 


Sin    a-gain   shall  never     steal  it;        It    is  Thine,  for-ev- er  Thine. 


#-^-# 


-T—T—t 


-9 — -g-i — #- 


i 


^ 


v=z^ 


V       D       b^— [-» 
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3   ^ 


C^7 


122  Fight  the  Fight  Christian. 

Eleanok  Allen  Schkoll.  J.  W .  Lebmak. 


MW-^  4  I       L/-F — h^p F=Pi 1 SH-, P— g:f-#^-#==g- 


1.  Fightthe  fight, Chris-tian,  Blest  summons  heeding;  Forth  in  might, 

2.  Do    and  dare,   Chris-tian,  Fal  -  ter  -  ing  nev  -  er;      Brave-ly  bear, 

3.  Conquer  sin,    Chris-tian,  Death  nev-er  fear  -  ing;    Fight  to  win, 


',     , i; 1 N 1 1 1- 


^; 


1-,-^- 


aEE33E:Saj^: 


Chris  -  tian,    Know  He  is    lead-iug.    Come,  then,  defeat  and  loss, 
Chris-  tian,    His      banner    ev   -  er.     Faith     be  thy  guide  and  shield, 
Chris-  tian,   Vic   -  fry  is  near -ing.    On  -   ward  and  upward  bear, — 


ite^ 


Fight  harder,  longer,  Ivook  up  and  face  the  cross, Ye  shall  be    stronger. 
L/oy  -  al  de-fend-er,  Shout  o'er  the  battlefield.  Sin  must  sur-render! 
O  blessed  sto  -  ry,  Crowns  shall  the  victors  wear  In  realms  of  glory. 


^te 


Refrain. 


F=y — I— 


^i?=?= 


-— • — ts>- 


t=t: 


'W 


Fight  the  fight,  Stand   for  right.  Sin    and  wrong  as 


^n  *■  j- 


:t=^ 


sail  -  ing ; 


^ 


^ 


M 


Poco  rit. 


i^^ 


■.X 


^m 


^^^m 


:f: 


m 


p 


Cour  -  age  show,    On-ward    go.        In     our  God  pre  -  vail  -  ing. 


-^^^ 


m^ 


T 


f=r 
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123 


The  Sweet  By  and  By, 


S.  Fillmore  Bbnnett. 


wt^ 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 

_ ^- 


-<&r 


^^ 


Jos.  p.  Webstbr. 


25^ 


\.  There's  a  land  that  is  fair  -  er  than  day, 
2.  We  shall  sing  on  that  beau  -  ti  -ful  shore 
6.  To      our  boun  -  ti  -  ful   Fa  -  ther  a  -  bove 

I 


^^-^-^-0--^S h 1 U y — ^•S' — hr 


And  by  faith  we  can 
The  mel  -  o  -  di  -  ous 
We  will     of  -  fer     our 

I  ,^ 


h 


^m 


n — c— 1 1 

L_j 1 


« 


see  it  a  -  far,  For  the  Fa  -  ther  waits  o  -  ver  the  way, 
songs  of  the  blest.  And  our  spir  -  its  shall  sor  -  row  no  more, 
trib  -  ute      of  praise,    For     the   glo  -    ri  -  ous  gift       of   His   love. 


^ 


^«=* 


^ 


icr^ 


i^^PEI 


,      Chorus.  ^ 


hV^-I f^. 


Xrr 


^-r 


m 


To  pre-pare     us     a  dwelling  place  there.  In  the  sweet 

Not    a    sigh    for  the  bless -ing  of    rest. 

And  the  blessings  that  hal-low  oui  days.  In  the  sweet 


by  - and- 


•i 1 fc|- 


rrr 


i 


js— ^- 


N  _^ 


:i-i^ 


i=^. 


_^:^ 


--t- 


V i-r— ^^- — 


by.  We  shall  meet  on  that  beauti  -  ful  shore;  In   the 

by-and-by,  by-and-by ; 


^ 


:f=f: 


'-^^^^ 


"-^rrrr 


i=:|-J^.d^i=^=^ 


^^^^, 


A — fs-^-l- 


^- 


-^— a^-^-#- 


a 


^S: 


sweet  by  -  and-by,  We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore, 

by-and-by,  by-and-by,  by-and-by, 

-  A-  ^ 


rcT-*^ 


124 

Palmer  Hartsough. 

Not  fast. 


At  the  Beautiful  Gate. 


Acts  3 :  10. 


Samuel  W.  Beazley. 


1.  At  the  beau-ti-  ful  gate  of  the  tem-  pie 

2.  At  the  beau-ti-  ful  gate  of  the  tem-  pie 

3.  At  the  beau-ti-  ful  gate  of  the  tern-  pie 


ii 


i.-^. 


^-iA 


%-»-*^ 


A  poor  man  was  ly-ing  so 
He  lingered  in  pain  and  in 
The  healing  of  par-don  is 


_p p=t^ 


^  u  u 


Xr^f     f     f     f     f     f 
u    i;    y    u'    b    1; 

=^ -^ — r# m 9 # > r  -J=v-A— j r-^ f^ ^> — 


:t:^t:=g 


lame;     At  the  beau-ti  -  ful  gate  where  the  people  With  songs  and  with 
grief;     At  the  beau-ti  -  ful  gate  there  so  free  -  ly  Was     giv  -  en   the 
giv'n;  At  the  beau-ti  -  ful  gate     is    the  Saviour    To    o  -  pen     the 


9^J^ 


—0— — 0 — 0 — 0- 


f^=^. 


:C=± 


:P=f: 


ii 


:tEte?=?^ 


p  p 


m 


k 


U      \J      [^ 
Chorus. 


S: 


-^—ft. 


^1^=^: 


.p__p. 


^g= 


•h^^h 


of  -  fer-ings  came. 

perfect   re  -  lief.         At  the  beauti-ful  gate,     At  the  beau-ti-ful  gate, 

portals   of  heav'n. 

I^-^I ^__^. 


=t 


u    u 


rg- 


5 — s — Lt — ^^ — 1^ — ^ y — ^ — L[; — y — j:: 1/ — I ^ p 1 


-c^— c^-     ^      ;/      ^      . 
Where  the  worshipers  joy-ful  have  trod;  (have  trod;)  O  there  let  me  wait 


S       N       N       N       N       S 0 0 m ^ 

— ^-g   f — f — f—f — ^ — f\ — ^r — t-V-t— t^— F^ 


Poco  rit. 


Molto  rit. 


—— ^ — ^ — ^^ y 1 9~  9 — ^ — '^ — ^■ 


-0- 


\ 


At  the  beau-  ti  -  ful  gate,    At  the  gate  of  the  tem-ple   of  God.  (of  God.) 


:^ 


m 


a* 


t=t 


^ ^- 


-»-: 0- 


-^5=5= 


]=:N=N=N: 


^z^fc 


^^f 


g-   {J     '      '      '      ■         '    -      •     ;/     i^ 
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125       Able  to  Keep  You  From  Falling. 

J.  H.  FiLLMOR 

i 


Words  suggested  by  Sadie  Ckab 

-ft — r^-A 


iis^ 


P-^- 


n 


t 


h 

1.  A    -    ble     to    keep     you  from    fall  -  ing,  Je   -  sus,    your 

2.  A    -    ble     to    keep     you  from   fall  -  ing,  Mak  -  ing    the 

3.  A    -    ble     to    keep     you  from   fall  -  ing,  K'en   tho'     the 

4.  A    -    ble     to    keep     you  from   fall  -  ing,  Till       in       His 


N N  S  N  f.  N n  h 


i©^f 


i±E^E^^^^m^^i 


Sav  -  iour  and  Guide; 
dark  plac-  es  shine; 
temp-ter  al  -  lure; 
pres-ence  you  stand ; 


y  ^  ^  ^  / 
A  -  ble  to  keep  you 
A  -  ble  to  keep  you 
A  -  ble  to  keep  you 
Faultless,  to  heed  the 


-^^—^-W^ K H \-. ^—. :^ ^—. ^ ^ :d '^^ :^ 


Eg 


=t 


»-7 


from  fall  •  ing, 
from  fall  -  ing, 
from  fall  -  ing, 
last    call  -  ing, 


-?='7~ 


Chorus. 


ff^ 


V— ^- 


m— — » — ^ 


t^t 


-0-^ 


-0 0 F- 


^ 


You  who  are  tempted  and     tried. 

O   what  as  -  sur-ance  di  -  vine! 

Long    as  the  soul  shall  en  -  dure. 

There  in  the  bright  glo-  ry  -  land. 


A  -  ble     to  keep  you  from 


^^^m 


m 


r^.^ 


j^ 


1^ 


1^; 


5*2:=*=(t 


fall  -  ing.  A-  ble   to  keep  you  from     sin; 


^^^^ 


i^=i=$—f=il 


A  -  ble     to 

bi3::=l=i== 


S±E8^: 


1- 


-'±=f=^^ 


r^r 


1-. 1 1 L I kA 1 2i — 


S^3 


^  ^  'y  "y       '  Vy^ 

save  to    the  ut  -  ter  -  most,     All  who  will  come  un  -  to     Him 


^^^^^^ 


4=-. 


— -f- 


l=F=F=^ 


ii=^—r- 


^ 


i>     l>'^ 
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126 

Palmer  Hartsough. 
With  intensity. 


March  Boldly  On. 


J.  H.  FlLLMOBB. 


^- 


t=Fi=i=i=i 


^0 


r 


-I — t- 


1.  March  boldly  on,  march bold-ly   on,  And  smite  the pow'rs  of  sin  ;(march  on;) 

2.  This  glorious  war  against  the  wrong  Shall  all  our  pow'rs  employ;  (em-ploy;) 

3.  One  mighty  shout,  a  won-drous  shout,  Shall  rend  the  heav'nly  dome;  (the  dome;) 


I 


mm 


=t^ 


4^i 


:J=J: 


I  I  I  I     -«l 


4=4- 


1^=^ 


■<2- 


-^ 


^=i 


l^t 


h-r-h 


In  Je  -  sus'  name,  in     Je  -  sus'  name,  Go  forth  thy  crown   to    win. 
The  tow 'ring  holds  of     sin     so  strong,  Our  Ivord  will    yet     de  -stroy. 
When  battles  fought,  the  vie  -  t'ry  won,  God  calls  His     ar  -  mies  home. 


?^ 


U 


-0-^ 


Ores. 


gi 


t^x 


ff. 


f=^ 


t=± 


r 

A       sol-dier  true,  go  take  thy  stand,  And  battle  for  the  right ; (for  the  right;) 

All  armored  with  the  shield  of  faith,  And  girded  with  His  8word,(with  His  sword,) 

Then  when  His  blest  "well  done"  we  hear,In  that  resplendant  scene, (resplendant  scene,) 

I        I 


^=^=^:=^=i=^^. 


:^;=t 


r^ 


mf 


Cres. 


m 


f 


ff. 


Dim. 


I 


J± 


f 


t=± 


t 

Hear  now  thy  Captain's  blest  command,  Go,con-quer    in     His  might. 

We '11  stand  in     life,     ex  -  ult      in  death.  And  con-quer  thro'  His  word. 

These  hardships  will    but  small  ap-  pear,    These  suff'rings  be   but  mean. 

I 


4- H 1— 


^^i 


-#-r- 


m 


j^f 


^ 


t=t 


m^ 


-»-=- 


Chorus. 


^ 


-n 


^ 


•ih «=S 1— ^t =P 


March  bold-  ly  on,  march  bold  -  ly     on,    And  bat  -  tie    for      the 

I         I  N       I  I         I  I  I  I         I  I        ^ 


:t 


right; 

I 


fiprzj: 


a 


•^1 — *—f 

■^ — w 


Copyright,  1913,  by  The  Fillmore  Bros.  Co.     International  copyrieht. 

(130) 


f- 


March  Boldly  On, 


Cres. 


m 


;^^ 


E^ 


ff 


^Egkt 


Dim. 


t— 


-72r 


I 


# — 0- 


In     Je  -  sus'  name,  in    Je  -  sus'  name,  Go  con-quer     in     His  might. 


'~0-fi] 


J^^ 


¥==^t=zi2ii£ 


UJ 1-1 IJ 


I — -\ 


I    I 


r-r 


-y--, 


127 


Nearer  My  God  to  Thee. 


S.  F.  Adams. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

Lowell  Mason.    Arr.  by  H.  F, 


1^ 


i 


:j±3 


s: 


1.  Near  -  er,      my  God,    to  Thee,  Near  -  er    to   Thee;  K'en  the'      it 

2.  Tho'     like     the  wan  -  der  -  er,    Day  -  light  all  gone,  Dark-ness     be 

3.  There    let      the  way    ap- pear,  Steps    un-to  heav'n;  All     that   Thou 


se 


i=t 


?^ 


-42- 


--t±^f^ 


-©•- 


r 


U 


3 


:st=2S: 


^^E^t 


-•— 


-<5>- 


-pzX 


be        a    cross     That  rais  -  eth   me;      Still    all     my  song  shall  be, 
o    -    ver    me,      My      rest      a  stone;  Yet      in      my  dreams  I'd  be, 


send-est     me, 


m 


In      mer  -  cy  giv'n;   An  -   gels    to  beck  -  on    me 


^ 


%=x!h-4—^ 


e 


e 


:^ 


f^ 


-0-/9- 


>— r 


SI 


m 


Near  -  er,  my  God,  to  Thee!  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee!  Nearer   to  Thee  I 


^-- 


:^3=Jq::±=N: 


-\^ 


* 


:^'   k    'f>- 


&—9-0- 


t=t 


t=x. 


I 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee. 


I — y— h 

5  Or  if,  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky. 
Sun,  moon  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be  ' 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee. 
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Crossing  the  Bar. 


Tennyson 

Slowly. 


Cres> 


L.  D.  ElCHHOBN. 


^^ 


Sun -set    and       even-ing  star,    And  one  clear  call     for   me,     And 


a 


-A—-^- 


¥^t 


Bit. 


{2^^^ 


:S=t2^ 


SSi 


may  there  be  no  moaning  of  the  bar    When  I      put    out     to      sea. 

S     N     N 


-K ^— K-H*^— 1^-^— H^! R-, \ j— r-^ T--^ \ r-^ 

#-f— #— #— # — #^^# — d-i—0—  — »g-T *—  -#-^^^» — # # 


fe{2 


A  little  faster.  >  >^     ;;::== 


:f3=?z:f=t=z: 


But  such  a  tide,  as   mov-ing,     Seems  a-sleep,   Too  full  for  sound  and 

-U 


^El2i(?=it=:E?=zMt==it^=E^iEz:!?zitE=i=^t£?^^ 


zzp^H- ^p V- — t- — I ' — '- ^— v~-L^^=^ — L, y_, 


§4^ 


foam,  When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  boundless  deep.  Turns  a-gain 


Efe 


<Qf- 


0—^- 


£t 


iz:it=^=it=^ 


V— #- 


i2i«. 


ii^i^^i 


?:S:r* 


±d: 


t=*=1z=d= 


g 


z'f^S 


n 


»—4- 


home, 


Turns  a  -  gain  home,         Twi-light  and  even-ing  bell,  And 


Hm. 


af  -  ter  that   the  dark !     And  may  there  be  no  sadness  of  fare 


-well, 


^^^^ 


^3 
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I  I 


Crossing  the  Bar. 


When  I 


em  -  bark.     For,  tho'  from  out  our  bourne  of  time   and 


^3=g: 


1^- 


fzz-e—Z—l:^ 

»— — F h •- 


W^»- 


j^  n 

i^^ 


:t=^=4:: 


J=^=^^ 


1^^-^ 


S^t 


-jp-r       r- 

place,  The  flood  may  bear  me  far,    I   hope   to   see  my    Pi  -  lot   face    to 

J  J 


iii^^-g^=i|g 


I     >    > 


^-u 


i^^^^^ 


■»h-»- 


f=»^=i:PS 


face,  When  I  have  crossed  the  bar. 


Ad  lib. 

A    -     men, 


1 


9^ 


J^+ 


r^=i 


:?=t;i|: 


|22^ 


J=>4- 


:i 


fa^lEft^^SiggEgp^ 
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J.  Swain. 


How^  S^veet  How  Heavenly. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor.  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 


i^ 


±zi 


^ 


s 


a 


pen 


1.  How  sweet, how  heavenly  is     the  sight  When  those  that  love  the  Lord 

2.  When  each  can  feel  his  broth-er's  sigh,  And  with  him  bear  a     part; 

3.  When, free  from  en  -  vy, scorn  and  pride, Our  wishes     all       a  -  bove, 

4.  When  love  in     one    de-light-ful  stream  Thro' ev-'ry   bo  -  sora  flows; 

5.  I/Ove    is       the  gold- en  chain  that  binds  The  hap-py  souls    a -bove; 
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In  one  an-  oth-er's  peace  de-light, 
When  sorrow  flows  from  eye  to  eye, 
Each  can  his  broth-er's  failings  hide, 
When  un  -  ion  sweet  and  dear  es-  teem 
And  he's   an   heir  of  heaven  who  finds  His 
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And  so  ful  -  fill  the  word. 
And  joy  from  heart  to  heart. 
And  show  a  broth-er's  love. 
In       ev  -  'ry    ac  -  tion  glows! 

bo-som  glow  with  love. 

# ^— J ^- 
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The  Years  Are  Rolling  On, 


Baritone  has  the  melody,  and  should  be  prominent  throughout. 
Palmee  Hartsough.  J.  W.  Lerman 

Andante.  |^  |  p*; 
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^a 


-^^-EB^ 


i^ 


1.  The  years   of  God  are    roll  -  ing  on,  (are)  Roll-mg  on, 

2.  The  years   of  God  are    roll -ing  on,  (are)  Roll-ing  on, 

3.  The  years   of  God  are    roll  -  ing  on,  (are)  Roll-ing  on, 


mUE^^i^,=Ei 


:d^zat 


roll  -  ing  on 
roll  -  ing  on 
roll  -  ing  on 


0-^ 
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The  years  of  God  are  roll  -  ing  on.  And  bear-ing  us  a  -  way ;  (a  -  way ; ) 
The  years  of  God  are  roll  -  ing  on.  His  kingdom  drawethnear;(draweth  near  ) 
The  years  of  God  are  roll  -  ing  on,  And   we  His  face  shall  see ;  (shall  see ;) 


No  hand  can  stay  the  tide  of  time,  The  world  moves  on  in  march  sublime, 
A-wake,  O  South!  a- rise,  O  North!  His  word  to  ev  -  'ry  land  send  forth, 
The  joys  of  earth  can  charm  no  more,  Its  troub-led  dream  will  soon  be  o'er, 
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Tho'  seeming  slow,  how  fast  we  go.    How  fast,    nor  can     we  stay; 

The  tid-ings  sweet,  with  joy   re-peat.    The  L/ord,  the  I^ord     is  here; 

The  morn  shall  break  and  we  shall  wake.  For  -   ev   -  er  blest    to  be; 

^        n    ^    r^    ,  ^        iT  !' — - 1 
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The  years 
The  years 
The  years 
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of  God   are  roll  -  ing  on,  (are)  Rolling  on,  roll  -  ing  on, 

of  God   are  roll  -  ing  on,  (are)  Rolling  on,  roll  -  ing  on, 

of  God  are  roll  -  ing  on,  (are)  Rolling  on,  roll  -  ing  on, 


_^_^_ 
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The  Years  Are  Rolling  On, 


The  years  of  God  are  rolling  on,    And  bearing   us      a  -  way.       (a-  way.) 
The  years  of  God  are  rolling  on,  His  kingdom  draweth  near.(draweth  neat  ) 
The  years  of  God  are  rolling  on,    And  we  His  face  shall  see.   (shall  see.) 
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Work  for  the  Night. 
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Annik  L.  Coghill. 
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Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

I k 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 


-J i 


mt^ 


--t=x. 


3C^ 


^^i 


1.  Work,  for    the  night  is    com  -  ing,  Work  thro'  the  morning  hour  a; 

2.  Work,  for    the  night   is    com  -  ing.  Work  thro'  the  sun  -  ny     noon; 

3.  Work,  for    the  night   is   com  -  ing,  Un    -    der    the  sun  -  set  skies ; 
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Work  while  the  dew  is  spark  -  ling; 
Fill  bright-est  hours  with  la  -  bor,- 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glow    -    ing. 


Work  'mid  springing  flow'rs ; 
Rest   comes  sure    and  soon. 
Work,  for    day  -  light    flies. 
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Work  when  the  day  grows  bright  -  er,  Work  in  the  glow-ing  sun; 
Give  ev  -  'ry  fly  -  ing  mo  -  ment  Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work  till     the  last  beam    fad    -  eth.  Fad    -    eth     to  shine   no  more; 
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Work, 
Work, 
Work 
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for  the  night  is  com  -  ing,  When  man's  work  is  done, 
for  the  night  is  com  -  ing.  When  man  works  no  more, 
while  the  night     is     dark  -'ning.  When  man's  work   is      o'er. 
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The  Trumpet  Call  of  God. 


Paimkb  Habtsough. 


MEN'S  CHORUS. 


Henry  Fillmork. 


1.  Hear  the  trum  -  pet   of  God,  Now     so  clear  and     so  loud,  Sounding 

2.  On       to   meet  Sa-tan's  host,  In  their  pride  and  their  boast.    Is       the 

3.  Kv  -  'ry  one  takes  His  place,  Keep  the  step  and    the  pace,  With    his 
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out  all 
call,  tho' 
eye    and 


a -broad  O'er    the  world, 
the  most  They  com  -  bine. 
His  face  Toward  the  foe. 
I 


'Tis  the  call  for  val  -  iant 
Bv  -  'ry  one  be  quick  to 
O'er  the  field     of     val    -    or 
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sol  -  diers     In    the     ar  -  my    of    the  I^ord;    See     a  vast  swelling  throng 
an  -  swer,   'Tis  the   Captain 's  high  command ;  Be  the  call  sounded  out 
watching,     Is     the     glorious  lyord  on  high ;  In    the  midst  of  the  fight, 
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Com-ing  on  fierce  and  strong,  With  the  dark  flag  of  wrong  High  unfurl'd; 
O'er  the  land   all     a-bout,  While  we  all   with     a  shout,Form  the  line 
Of      the  right  with  the  might,  We  are  safe  in  His  sight   As    we     go. 
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We  must  meet  that   foe      in    bat  -  tie. 
Where  the  foes      of     God   are   mightiest, 


'Tis   the  Cap -tain's 
We  will  take       our 


word, 
stand. 


And     a   vie  -  tor's  crown   a- waits     us,      Tho'  we   fall        and      die. 
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The  Trumpet  Call  of  God 
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Chorus.    Melody  in  First  Bass. 
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Hear  the  call, the  trumpet  call,  As    o'er  the  wcrld  it  loud-ly  sounds 
Hear  the  trum    -    pet       call,  O'er  the  world  so  loudly  sound  -  ing ; 
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Hear  it  speak, now  speak  to  all.  In  tone  that  far  and  wide  resounds. 
Hear  it  speak         to  all.  In   a  tone   so   far    re-sound  -  ing. 
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To   the  line,  the  bat-tie  line,Tho'  death. e'en  death  our  all  surround, 
To  the  bat     -     tie  line,  K ' en  tho' death  be  all  surround  -  ing. 
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'Tis  the  call,  the  call  that  comes,  Captain's  high  command. 
Is  the  call         that       comes  At  the  Captain's  high  command. 
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Am  I  a  Soldier? 

Tune  "Arlington"  or  "Azmon,' 


1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  lyamb, 

And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name  ? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize. 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas  ? 


3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood  ? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God  ? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign ; 
Increase  my  courage,  lyord; 

I'll  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 
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Rejoice  Ye  Nations. 


Palmer  Harusough. 
Maestoso. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 
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ye  na-tions,  Sing  a-loud  (sing  a-loud)  for  joy, 
ye  na-tions,  Sing  a-loud  (sing  a-loud)  for  joy, 
ye   na-tions,  Sing  a-loud  (sing  a-loud)  for    joy, 


I 

1.  Re-joice! 

2.  Re-joice! 

3.  Re-joice! 
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re-joice! 
re-joice! 
re-joice! 
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For  the  Ivord 
For  the  I/ord 
For  the  lyord 

-5=5 — F— 


is  come,  And  His  word  of  truth  Thro'  the  world  is 
is  come,  And  His  gra-cious  gifts  He  so  free  -  ly 
is   come,    In   His  might-y  pow'r,  All  the  world  to 
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spread  abroad.  The  night  of  sin  and  sor-row  Is  gone  for  ev  -  er- 
gives  to  all.  He  calls  His  faithful  foll'wers,  And  bids  them  wide  pro- 
bless  and  save.    O      Zi  -  on,  wake  from  sadness,  L/ift  up  thy  voice  on 
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The  night  of 

He     calls  His 

O      wake         from 


sor  -  row       Is    o'er,  is 

foll'wers,  And  bids  pro- 

sad  -  ness,    Thy  voice  on 
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more.  The   glo  -  ry   of    His  gos-pel  Now  shines  from  shore  to  shore, 
claim    To     all     a  free  sal   -  vation.  And  pardon   in  His  name, 
high.  Thy  King  goes  forth  before  thee, Thy  triumph  draweth  nigh. 


m$m 
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o'er,    The    glo     -      ry  gos  -  pel, 

claim  To     all  sal       -      va  -  tion, 

high,  Thy  King         be      -      fore  thee, 
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(O  re-joice!) 
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Ghokus. 


Rejoice  Ye  Nations, 
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Re-joicel   rejoice  1    ye    na-tions,  Sing    a  -  loud  for    joy, 
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For  Christ  is  come,  ye  mor-tal  tongues,  Your  highest  notes  employ. 
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M.  Bbidges. 


Italian  Hymn. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


F.  GiABDiNi.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 
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.  Rise,  glo  -  rious  I^ead  -  er,  rise, 
.  Vic  -  tor  o'er  death  and  hell, 
.  Kn   -    ter,     in     -      car    -   nate   God; 


In   -  to     Thy       na   -    tiye 
Cher  -  u  -  bic        le   - 
No     feet    but    Thine 


gions 
have 
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skies;  Assume  Thy  right;  And  where,  in  many  a  fold.  The  clouds  are 
swell  Thy  ra-diant  train;  Prais-es    all  heav'n  inspire;  Each  an  -  gel 
trod     The  serpent  down.  Blow  the  full  trumpet,  blowl  Wid  -  er  yoa 
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backward  rolled,  Pass  thro'  those  gates  of  gold,  And  reign  in  light, 
sweeps  his  lyre,  And  waves  his  wings  of  fire.  Thou  L/amb  once  slain, 
por  -  tals  throw  I  Sav-iour,    tri  -  umphant  go.    And    take   Thy  crown. 

itizzzyzzitz 


(139) 


136 


A  Man's  Job. 


Palmer  Habtsough. 
n   u       Moderato. 

n 

J.  W  Lebman. 

1.  If         a    man  that's  on  the  search  For     a   man's 

2.  In     the  church,  if  we're    awake,  There's  a  man's 

3.  Give   to     us      th2  vi- sion  grand  Of       a    man's 

4.  Not    to    us      a  children's  game,  But     a    man's 

>^,                                      .^     ^-...-L 

job.   Chance  to 
job;   Work  the 
job ;    Give     to 
job !    Not       a 
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drop    into  the  church  For  a  man's  job.       Would  he  take  the  backward  pews, 
greatest  we  may  take,  Sure,  a  man's  job  ;      O     to  do  the  Master's  will 
us       to  un-der-stand  What's  a  man's  job,  And  we're  ready,  one  and  all, 
task  so  light  and  tame,  But  a  man's  job !    Give    to  us  the  greatest  thing, 
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"Would  he    sit      and      id  -  ly      muse,   Don't  you  think  he'd  draw  up  near, 
Is       the  high-  est  hon  -  or,  still        It   must  have,  and  free  -  ly,    too, 
At       the  bless  -ed  Mas-ter's  call,     Now    to  serve  Him,  an  -  y-where, 
Ser  -  vice  of      our  I^ord  and  King!  With  His  ban  -  ner  high  unfurled, 
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Ev  - 'ry- thing  to  see  and  hear  Of      a  man's  job,       Of      a  man's  job? 

Just  the  best  that  we  can  do,    'Tis     a  man's  job,     'Tis     a  man's  job  I 

Now  for  Him  to  do  and  dare.  In     a  man's  job,      In      a  man's  job  I 

For  the  conquest  of  the  world —  That's  a  man's  job.  That's  a  man's  job ! 
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O      a   man's  job,     yes,    a  man's  job,  Quite    a   right  old,  tough  old 
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A  Man's  Job. 
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man's  job  I  Brothers,  give  a  mighty  cheer,  That  the  whole  wide  world  may  hear, 
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For  the  man  that  will     not   shirk,  For  the  man  that's  here 

not   shirk,  not  shirk, 
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work 
work, 


to    work 
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On     a   man's  job.        On     a   man's 
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137     Father,  Hear  the  Prayer  We  Offer, 


Melodv  in  First  Bass. 


Unknown. 


J.  B.  Dykes. 
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1.  Father,  hear  the  pray'r  we  of-fer;  Not  for  ease  that  pray 'r  shall  be, 

2.  Not  for-ev-  er   by   still   wa  -  ters  Would  we  i  -  dly,  qui  -  et    vStay, 

3.  Be  our  strength  in  hours  of  weakness,    In  our  wanderings  be  our  guide 
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But  for  strength  that  we  may  ev  -  er .  . 
But  would  smite  the  living  foun -tains 
Thro'  en-deav-or,  fail-ure,  dan-ger. 
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Ivive  our  lives  cour-age-ous-ly. 
From  the  rocks  along  our  way. 
Fa-ther,  be  Thou  at   our  side. 
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138        Unto  the  Hills  I  Lift  Mine  Eyes 

Palmer  Hartsough. 


J.  H.  Fillmore, 
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Un-to     the  hills   I 
Second  Bass, 


Whence  com-eth  all   my    help, 
lift  mine  eyes, 
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First  Bass. 
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All  Voices. 
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There  will  my  God     in  might  a  -  rise,   Thence  cometh  all  my   help. 
First  Bass.  ,_      \         \       J  ^s      k    |_j 
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Duet.  Second  Tenor  and  First  Bass. 
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1.  When  my  foes  are  come  up  -  on  me,  Raging  fierce,  my  life  they're  seeking 

2.  When  Thy  cause,  0  Lord,  doth  languish,  And  the  pow'rs  of  darkness  triumph, 
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From  the  hills,  OGod,   a -rise, 

From  Thy  throne,  the  ev  -  er-last-ing  hills,  O  God,    a  -  rise,  Un  -  to  the 
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To  the  hills  I 
hills, 
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Unto  the  hills  of 
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Unto  the  Hills  I  Lift  Mine  Eyes. 

D.  C.  for  second  verse.    For  Finale  only. 


^i 


\= — p^ m t^-z — a' 


el 


I    I    I     '  '     '       ■     •    •      I    ji^i 

hills  I   lift  mine  eyes,  Uu  -to  the  hills  of  God.  The  hills  of    God. 
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If  You  Would  Only  See  Jesus. 


Leon  A  M.  Deeg. 


L.  D.  KiCHHORN. 


^mmmm 


f=i=l 


f±^ 


i^t: 


1.  If  you  would  on  -  ly   see      Je  -   sus,  Thro' ev-'ry    joy     or      tear, 

2.  If  you  would  on  -  ly  see      Je  -   sus,  Yours  is  the  privilege,  sweet; 

3.  If   you  would  on  -  ly   see      Je  -   sus,  Then  when  death's  shadow's  dim; 


t 


:3==P^ 


--r=-^ 


t==^q 


:te=N: 


F » H- 


l/ook  with  a  faith  in  His  prom- ise,  I^o,  He  is  stand  -  ing  near. 
Pray  for  the  won-der-ful  vis  -  ion,  Turn  then,  your  Ivord  and  greet 
I/O,    there  will  shine  thro' the  valley     Vis-ions  of  heav'n,  and  Him. 


^ 


m 


m 


a-T-r^i«— ^ — W 


1 


Chorus. 


r-r 


— ^ — «— *=» — ' — b.Ti-     I    rr     |j— b-i — u  iT   I 


If    you  would  on-ly    see    Je  -  sus,       On  -  ly      see   Him    now 


t 


i 


:pt=?t 


l±^±q 
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-p— tr 


~N 


^Etei 


?^E 


=T=^=?^= 


'^=^K 


:^-#- 


±i=y=t;f 
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you  could,  you  could,  Yes,  you  could  see  Him  now. 

O  you  could,  you  could,  if  you  would, 


m 


■^-^ 
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Palmer  Haetsough. 
n     Tenors  in  Unison 


There's  a  Battle  On. 

MEN'S  CHORUS. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


i 


j=g=5 


0-1^- 


:fs-^: 


1.  There's  a  bat  -  tie     on 

2.  O      my  brothers,    'tis 

3.  Ivet    no  good  heart  faint 


= 25) 

a  gainst  the  wrong,  Come,  ye  sons  of  light, 
a  wondrous  day,  God  is  in  the  land, 
at     such     a  time,  When  the  world  is  stirred. 


« 


:t=^f=k 


£f: 


t 


^ 


rtit- 


wm 


s^^m 


—--3 — ^- 


s-f^ 


Join  ye  in  the  fight,  Brave  and  true,  in  line,  a  mighty  throng  For 
With  His  mighty  hand, Thrones  and  empires,  with  their  haughty  sway,  Are 
By      the   Ho-ly  Word    We    will  now  go  forth   to  deeds  sublime.  For 


m 


t 


-» 0- 


1=[==t: 


£ 


r— 1— r 


:t=t=t 
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r 
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Inst. 
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r^-- N. 
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t=t: 


In  the  ranks  we're  ready,  ev-'ry  one, 
See  His  banner,  lift  -  ed   far  and  wide, 
lyead  us  on,  still  on,    O  Mighty  King, 
Basses  in  Unison. 


m 


God  and  for  the  right, 
falling  at  His  command, 
now  is  the  great  call  heard. 


J33rf3=Fi 
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:t=t=t 
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T 
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Forward  to  move  at  the  great  Captain's  call ;  'Tis  Je-  ho  -  vah  leads  His 

See  them  gather,  the  brave  and  the  free,  See  the  hosts  advance  on 

lyead  us  on  till  the  great  war  shall  cease.  Till  the  glorious  triumph 

-         -0+^-0 ^^ 


I         1^      N     I 
-\ h-l ^— -I: 


ar  -  mies  on, 
ev  -    'ry  side, — 
we     shall  sing. 


m 


X 


:^ 


:^ 


And   the  king  -  dom    of  Sa   -   tan   will   fall. 
O      the  vie   -   fry     by  faith     we    can     see. 
And  o'er  all  Thou  shalt  reign  Prince  of  Peace ! 


:-.-^ 


t=Xr- 


-^ 


-ti- 


-^  '^    t     '  3  1^        t- 

♦The  accompanist  plays  as  in  G  clef. 
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There's  a  Battle  On. 

Chorus.    Melody  in  Second  Tenor 


-^'- 


4 J j j H^-i 

-^1 — b *sj — h — =J 


There's  a      bat  -  tie        on 


a   -  gainst  the  wrong, 


Come,  ye 


m^ 


f ^        ^.-g: 
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i=r 


:J==J: 
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t/  ^ 


sons  of  light,       Join    ye    in  the  fight,       Brave  and  true,  in  line,  a 


^ 
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Hit. 
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might  -  y  throng.  Valiant  for    God,  strong  in     the  right, 

might      -    y  throng  Valiant  for  God, 

I  3^     >   J 


m 


t=t 
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Mrs.  a.  L.  Davison. 


^ 


Purer  in  Heart. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

, — 4 — I- 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


J^- 


:^±z^ 


-152- 


-# 0- 


1.  Pur  -    er    in  heart.    O  God,  Help 

2.  Pur  -    er     in  heart,    O  God,  Help 

3.  Pur  -    er    in  heart,    O  God,  Help 


m 


-.^^=^- 


me     to      be;         May       I      de- 
me     to      be;  Teach  me    to 

me     to      be;  That      I     Thy 


■^-r- 


§ 
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1 h 
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l=i=t 


Si 
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^^ 


:t=t 
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vote    my  life   Whol  -  ly     to   Thee, 
do     Thy  will   Most     lov  -  ing  -  ly. 
ho    -    ly  face  One      day   may    see. 


i!z±:: 


^ 


Watch   Thou  my  wayward  feet, 

Be     Thou  my  Friend  and  Guide 
Keep      me  from    se  -  cret  sin, 
^ I        I 


i^it 
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■M^Z 
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-i — I- 
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Guide  me  with  counsel  sweet;  Pur  -  er 

lyct   me  with  Thee  a  -  bide;  Pur  -  er 

Reign  Thou  my  soul  within  ;  Pur  -  er 

t9-  \  "Si 


in  heart,  Help  me  to  be. 
in  heart.  Help  me  to  be. 
in  heart,     Help    me   to      be. 
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Mbs.  E.  p.  Pkkntice. 


U 


B^; 


More  Love  to  Thee, 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 


Dr.  W.  H.  Poane. 


i 


:i=l 


1.  More  love   to  Thee,  O  Christ!  More  love  to  Thee  I  Hear  Thou  the 

2.  Once  earth-ly   joy  I  craved.  Sought  peace  and  rest;  Now  Thee     a- 

3.  L/et       sor-row    do  its  work,  Send   grief  and  pain.  Sweet  are  Thy 

4.  Then  shall  my  la-test  breath  Whis  -  per  Thy  praise;  This     be     the 


^^ 


v=t 


£e=^ 


* 


j- 


E&S 


ff 


±=t 
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p^- 


mf=ii 


r^Ef^^ 


fc^ 


:t=t: 


fcizt 


pray'r   I  make.  On     bend -ed  knee;  This      is    my  earn -est   plea: 

lone       I  seek.  Give  what    is    best;  This     all    my  pray'r  shall  be: 

mes  -  sen-gers.  Sweet  their  re  -  frain.  When  they  can  sing   with  me: 

part  -  ing  cry     My   heart  shall  raise,  This   still   its  pray'r  shall  be: 

J  ^ ^^        __        J  J       J        J  .      >      J 
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Coov'''*>t,  1870   bv  W.  H.  Doane. 
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More  Love  to  Thee, 


fefe 
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More   love,  O  Christ,  to  Thee,  More  love  to  Thee,  More  love    to  Thee. 
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143        The  Church's  One  Foundation. 


Samuel  J.  Stone. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 


M.  Haydn. 


;^^e 


:::::6ifst 


^^. 


1.  The  Church's  one  Foun-  da  -  tion.     Is      Je  -  sus  Christ  her 

2.  K   -    lect  from  ev-  'ry      na  -  tion,    Yet    one    o'er   all    the 

3.  The  Church  shall  never   per   -  ishi    The  dear  L/ord   to     de   ■ 

4.  'Mid  toil  and  trib  -  u   -    la    -  tion,  And   tu  -  mult  of    her 

.    .    .    -    ^  II.. 


Ivord; 

earth, 
■  fend, 

war. 
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^±Zt 


:^=^ 
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i=t 


By      wa  -  ter   and     by   word; 

One  lyord ,  one  faith ,  one  birth, 

Is     with  her    to      the     end. 

Of    peace  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more, 


She  is  His  new  ere  -  a  -  tion. 
Her  char-  ter  of  sal  -  va  -  tion 
To  guide,  sus-tain  and  cher  -  ish, 
She  waits  the  con-sum  -  ma   -   tion 


:sEp 


I^E 


i^: 
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:(==}: 


From  heav'n  He  came  and  sought  her.  To  be  His  ho  -  ly  bride 
One  ho  -  ly  name  she  bless  -  es.  Par-takes  one  ho  -  ly  food, 
Tho' there  be  those  who  hate  her,  And  false  sons  in  her  pale, 
Till    with  the  vis  -  ion   glo   -   rious   Her  long  -ing  eyes  are    blest, 


^t^ 
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j^3 
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With   His  own  blood  He  bought  her.  And    for   her   life      He    died. 
And       to    one  hope  she  press  -  es,    With    ev  -  'ry  grace     en  -  dued. 
A   -    gainst  or    foe      or   trait   -   or.    She     ev  -  er   shall    pre  -  vail. 
And     the  great  Church  vic-to-rious   Shall    be    the  Church  at     rest. 


im^ 


EE 
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Jane  E.  Leeson. 


Saviour  Teach  Me. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


C.  M.  Von  Wkber, 


£ 


=£f 


?^E 


F^=:1- 


1.  Sav-iour,  teach  me,   day      by  day,  I/Ove's  sweet  lesson    to      o  -  bey; 

2.  With    a   child  -  like  heart  of  love,    At    Thy    bid-ding  may    I  move; 

3.  Teach  me  all      Thy  steps   to  trace.  Strong  to    fol  -  low  in  Thy  grace; 

4.  Ivove   in   lov  -  ing   finds   em-ploy,    In      o  -   bedience  all    her  joy; 

l-r-J— I -.b#-feJX-^ r-l- 
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Sweet-er   les   -   son   can    not      be- 
Prompt  to  serve  and    fol-  low  Thee- 


-Ivov-ing  Him  who  first  loved  me. 
-Ivov-ing   Him  who  first  loved  me. 


I/earning  how     to   love  from  Thee — Lov-ing   Him  who  first  loved  me. 
!^v    -    er  new  that    joy    will      be — L/Ov-ing 


J — ^- 


^4^ 


e 


Him  who  first  loved  me. 
1      ^ 


:^ 


■$=t 
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Unknown. 


iS 


3«: 


Silent  Night. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


German  Melody. 


■i^-=^ 


?^ 


fcd=: 


^-8^^*'-J= 


1.  Si  -  lent  night!    hallowed  night  I  L/and  and  deep      si  -   lent  sleep! 

2.  Si  -  lent  night!    hallowed  night  I  On      the  plain  wakes    the  strain, 

3.  Si  -  lent  night!    hallowed  night  I  Karth   a- wake,      si  -  lence  break; 


^m 


^t 


t=i 


^^=H 


t=2: 
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■t 
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r-^-r- 
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Soft   -    ly   glit-ters  bright  Bethlehem's  star,  Beckoning   Is  -  ra-el's 
Sung      by  heav  -  en-  ly     har-bingers  bright,  Fraught  with  tidings  of 
High   your  anthems  of     mel   -   o-dy  raise,   Heav'n  and  earth  in  full 


^— ^ 


-^ — ^ 


m^. 


i^ 


18=^ 


-0-^ 


-■^h=^ 


-^/—^ 


TV 
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Silent  Night. 


eye  from  a-  far, Where  the  Sav  -iour  is  born,  Where  the  Saviour  is  born, 
boundless  delight.Christ  the  Saviour  has  come,  Christ  the  Saviour  has  come, 
chorus  of  praise;  Peace  forever  shall  reign,  Peace  for-ev  -  er  shall  reign. 
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H 1 — 
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'Tis  the  Saviour  Pleading. 


Palmee  Hartsough. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 


.j^_^_^__ 


J.  H.  FiLLMOBE. 


-I N K N 

^-T # ^^ ^ 


m^^^f^^^=f- 


-^ 


1.  'Tis       the    Sav-iour      plead  -  ing,       Come,       O    come     to         me; 

2.  With     a     heav  -  y        bur   -   den  Is        my   heart    op    -  prest ; 

3.  O  I     quick  will    hast    -    en  At        His  sum-mons     sweet; 


^^^^^^^^l^^. 


-(2- 


:Ee^E^j^ 


•^      '^       t  '       ' 

come  to  me.  Je  -  sus 

me   and  rest.  'Tis    the 

bless-ed  feet.  O     the 


With  my  poor  heart  pleading.  Come,  O 

But       a   soft  voice   call  -  eth,  Come  to 

I       will  drop  my    bur  -  den  At  His 

_  .        -       _       _                  -f=^  -0-'  ^ 


-f=^=K 
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:^=tc 


t=f 
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^^S=^ 


wait  -  eth,    O      so      pa  -  tient-ly,  Je  - 

Sav  -  iour  speaks  so  gra  -  cious-ly.  All 

love       so  great  and  won  -  der-  ful,  O 


sus     call  -  eth,     O      so 
ye      heav  -  y      la  -  den, 
the   word     so   sweet  and 
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:g=t: 


t=t 


:^-=-i 
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ten  -  der  -  ly,  Come  to 
come  to  me,  Come  to 
mer  -  ci  -  ful,  Come  to 


me,  come  to  me, 
me,  come  to  me, 
me,    come   to   me, 


Come,  O  come  to  me. 
Come,  O^  come  to  me. 
Come,  O  come  to   me. 


:g=t 
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G.  DUFFIKLL 


Stand  Up  for  Jesus, 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


G.  J.  Webb. 


P^ s — F-r# — 0—» — # 


^: 


^-^- 


§^ 


1.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross,   Lift  high  His  roy  -al 

2.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  The  trumpet  call  o-bey;   Forth  to    the  mighty 

3.  Stand  up,  stand  up  for  Je  -  sus,  Stand  in  His  strength  alone;  The  arm  of  flesh  will 
f—^-rP- ^—^-rP      y      »     r-r^g 0—rP^—P—fL-m-. 
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ban  -  ner:  It  must  not  suf-fer  loss;   From  victory  un  -  to     vic-tory  His  arm  -  y 
con  -  flict.  In  this,  His  glorious  day.  "Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  Him,"  Against  un- 
fail     you,  Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own.  Put  on  the  gos-pel  arm  -  or.  And,  watching 


^ 


-(2- 


r- 1— F 


^-J 
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irf: 


t.=ti: 


%-<i= 
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shall  He    lead     Till    ev  -  'ry  foe     is  vanquished.  And  Christ  is  Lord  in  -  deed, 
numbered  foes;    Let  cour-age  rise  with  dan  -  ger,  And  strength  to  strength  oppose. 
un  -  to   pray'r.   Where  du  -  ty  calls,  or  dan  -  ger,    Be    nev  -  er  wanting  there. 


fe^ 


-^ — ^- 
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i^ 


Remember  Me  O  Mighty  One. 

Johanna  Kinkel. 


i^^ 


K-«— 


:i^d: 


its 
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1.  When  storms  around  are  sweeping,  When  lone  my  watch  I'm  keeping, 

2.  When   walk-ingon    life's  o-cean,  Con-trol      its    rag-  ing  mo  -  tion; 

3.  When  weight  of  sin     op-press-es,  When  dark  de-spair  dis-tress  -  es, 


;£3^±EjEE?^^3: 
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'Mid  fires     of    e   -  vil      fall-ing,    'Mid  tempter's  voic- es  call -ing, 
When  from  its  dan-gers  shinking,    When  in   its  dread  deeps  sinking. 
All    thro'  the  life  that's  mor-tal,     And  when     I  pass  death's  por-tal, 
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Remember  Me  O  Mighty  One. 


Refrain. 


h^^ 


^^' 


^^^ 


^^f 


b^ 


Re-mem-ber  me,  O  Mighty  One!  Remember  me,    O   Mighty  One  I 

I  K  I     ,  I      r:^ 

— TB* |-i — ^ #-r<^ »-r* — J— I  "I  J — 


r—r 


-<9- 


^f^ 


149      Love  Divine  All  Love  Excelling. 


Chables  Wesley. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor.    John  Zundel.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 


^^^^m. 


^=^ 


f-f-^ 


1.  Love  di-vine,    all  love    ex-cell-ing,  Joy  of  heav'n,  to  earth  come  down! 

2.  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit    In  -   to      ev  -  'ry  troubled  breast! 

3.  Fin  -  ish,  then, Thy  new  ere  -  a-tion,  Pure,  un-spot-ted  may   we   be; 


9i^5=^t=t 
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Fix  in  us  Thy  hum-ble  dwelling;  All 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  in  -  her  -  it,  Let 
Let      us      see  our  whole  sal  -  va-tion  Per 


Thy  faith-ful  mercies  crown, 
us  find  the  promised  rest, 
feet  -  ly     secured    by  Thee  I 
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Je   -  sus!  Thou  art  all  com-pas-sion,  Pure, 
Come,  al-might-y     to     de  -  liv  -  er.  Let 
Changed  from  glo-ry  in  -  to  glo  -  ry,  Till 


unbounded  love  Thou  art; 
us  all  Thy  life  re  -  ceive! 
in  heav'n  we  take  our  place ; 


^^^"1 b P=g»- 
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Vis  -  it  us  with  Thy  sal  -  va-tion,  Kn  -  ter  ev  -  'ry  trembling  heart. 
Speed-i  -  ly  return,  and  nev-  er,  Nev-er-more  Thy  tem -pies  leave  1 
Till    we   cast  our  crowns  before  Thee,  Lost  in  won-der,  love  and  praise. 
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150  'What  Grace  O  Lord. 

Edward  Denny.  Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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1.  What  grace,  O  I/ord,and  beau-ty  shone  Around  Thy  steps  be  -  low; 

2.  For,       ev  -  er  on  Thy  burdened  heart  A   weight  of  sor-row  hung ; 
foes  might  hate,  despise,  revile.  Thy  friends  unfaithful  prove; 
give  us  hearts  to  love  like  Thee  I  L/ike  Thee,  O  I^ord,  to  grieve 
with  Thyself,  may  ev  -  'ry  eye,    In     us.    Thy  brethren,  see 
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What  pa-tient  love  was  seen     in    all  Thy  life    and  death  of    woe. 
Yet      no     un-gen-tle,  murmuring  word  ;^s-capedThy  si  -  lent  tongue. 
Un  -  wear-  ied  in    for-give-ness  still.  Thy  heart  could  on  -  ly     love. 
Far   more  for  oth  -  ers'  sins,  than  all  The  wrongs  that  we  re  -  ceive. 
The  gentleness  and  grace  that  spring  From  un-ion,  I/ord  !  with  Thee. 
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M.  A.  Lathbuby. 


Bread  of  Life. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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VV,  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Break  Thou  the  bread  of  life,     dear  I/ord,  to  me, 

2.  Bless  Thou  the  truth,  dear  I/ord,  to    me,     to    me. 
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break  the  loaves  be-side 
bless  the  bread  by    Gal 


the        sea ;       Be  -  yond  the   sa-cred     page 
i     -     lee ;    Then  shaM  all  bondage  cease, 
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Copyrieht,  1877,  by  J.  H.  Vincent.     Used  by  permission. 


Bread  of  Life. 
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I  seekThee,Ivord;      My     spir- it  pants  for  Thee,  O     liv  -  ing    Word, 
all      fet-ters  fall,       And     I  shall  find  my  peace, my  All      in       All! 


152       O  Love  that  Wilt  Not  Let  Me  Go. 


3eo. 

Matheson. 
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Albert  L.  Peace. 
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wea  -  ry  soul    in     Thee;        I      give    Thee  back  the  life     I        owe, 
flick' ring  torch  to    Thee;     My    heart       restores  its   borrowed    ray, 


close  my  heart  to     Thee; 


trace      the  rainbow  thro'  the    rain. 


ask      to    fly   from  Thee;        I        lay         in  dust  life's  glo  -  ry      dead, 
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That     in  Thine    ocean-depths  its  flow  May  richer,     ful    -     ler 
That  in  Thine  sunshine's  blaze  its  day  May  brighter,  fair   -   er 
And     feel    the  promise     is    not  vain,  That  morn  shall  tear-less 
And  from  the  ground  there  blossoms  red  Ivif e  that  shall  end-less 
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Palmek  Habtsough. 


I  am  Resolved. 

Melody  in  Second  Teiw*". 

J.  H.  Fillmore.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 
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am   resolved  no    Ion  -  ger    to  lin  -  ger,  Charmed  by  the  world's  de-light; 
am  resolved  to    go     to    the  Saviour,  Leav  -  ing    my  sin    and  strife; 
am  resolved   to    fol  -  low   the  Saviour,  Faith  -  ful  and  true  each  day, 
am   resolved   to    en-  ter  the  kingdom,  Leav  -  ing  the  paths  of  sin; 
am   resolved,  and  who  will   go  with  me?  Come,  friends,  without  de-lay, 
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Things  that  are  high 
He        is    the  true 
Heed  what  He  say- 
Friends  may  oppose 
Taught  by  the  Bi  - 

-  er,  things  that  are  no-bler.  These  have  allured    my  sight, 
one.   He      is    the  just  one,    He    hath  the  words  of    life, 
eth,    do    what  He  will  -  eth,  He      is    the  liv  -  ing    way. 
me,  foes    may  be-  set     me.  Still  will      I  en  -  ter    in. 
ble,  led      by    the  Spir  -  it,  We'll  walk  the  heav'nly  way. 
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I  will       hast  -  en     to   Him,  Hasten    so  glad  and  free, 

I    will  hast  -  en,  hast-en     to    Him,  Hasten,  glad  and  free, 
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Je      -      sus,        great  -  est,    high  -  est,     I 
Je  -  sus,    Je  -  sus,  great  -  est,    high  -  est, 
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will 


come     to  Thee. 
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O  Scatter  Seeds. 


Mrs.  Jessie  Bkown  Pounds.    Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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1.  O    scat  -  ter  seeds  of     lov-ing  deeds,  A  -  long  the  fer  -  tile      xield, 

2.  Tho'  sown  in  tears  thro'  weary  years,  The  seed  will  sure-ly      live  ; 

3.  The  har-vest  home  of  God  will  come.  And  aft  -  er  toil   and     care; 
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For  grain  will  grow  from  what  you  sow,  And  fruit-ful  har-vest 
Tho'  great  the  cost,  it  is  not  lost,  For  God  will  fruit-age 
With    joy   un-told  your  sheaves  of  gold  Will  all     be  garnered 
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give, 
there. 
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Then  day  by   day along  your  way, The  seeds  of 

Then  day  by  day  a-long  your  way, 
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prom        -        -       ise      cast, That  ripened  grain .  .from  hill  and 

The  seeds  of  promise  cast,  the  seeds  of  promise  cast.       That  ripened  grain 
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plain, Be  gathered  home at        last 

from  hill  and  plain,  Be  gathered  home  at  last,  be  gathered  home  at  last. 
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Be  gathered  home     at    last. 
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Isaac  Watts. 
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Sweet  is  the  Work. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
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1.  Sweet  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King!  To  praise  Thy  name,  give  thanks  and  sing; 

2.  My  heart   shall  tri-umph  in  my  Lord,  And  bless  His  works,  and  bless  His  word ; 

3.  Lord,    I     shall  share     a  glorious  part.  When  grace  hath  well  refined  my  heart, 
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To  show  Thy  love  by  morning  light.  And  talk  of  all  Thy  truth  at  night. 
Thy  works  of  grace,  how  bright  they  shine!  How  deep  Thy  counsels!  how  divine! 
And  fresh  sup-plies      of  joy   are  shed,  Like   ho  -  ly     oil    to  cheer  my  head. 
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Praise  the  Lord  Ye  Heavens. 
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J.  Kempthobne. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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L  Praise  the  Lord;  ye  heav'ns  adore  Him;  Praise  Him,  an -gels     in     the  height; 
2.  Praise  the  Lord;  for    He  hath  spoken;  Worlds  His  might -y  voice   o-beyed; 

for    He      is  glorious;  Nev  -  er  shall   His   prom-ise    fail; 

of      our     sal-va-tion;  Hosts  on  high     His  pow'r  proclaim; 
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3.  Praise  the  Lord 

4.  Praise  the  God 
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Sun  and  moon,  re-joice  be-fore  Him; 
Laws  which  never  shall  be  bro  -  ken, 
God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious; 
Heav'n  and  earth,  and  all  cre-a  -  tion. 


Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of  light. 
For  their  guidance  He  hath  made. 

Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 
Laud  and  mag-ni  -  fy  His  name. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  A  -  men,  Hal  -  le-  lu  -  jah!  A  -  men,    A 
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men. 
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Holy  Holy  Holy! 


Reginald  Hebeb. 


Mecody  in  Second  Tenor. 

John  B,  Dykes.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 
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Ivord,      God      Al- 
All  the  saints      a- 
Tho'  the  dark-  ness 
I,ord,      God      Al- 
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might  -  y!  Bar  -  ly  in  the      morn  -  ing    our  song  shall  rise   to 

dore     Thee,  Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the  glass  -  y 

hide      Thee,  Tho'  the  eye  of       sin-ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry    may    not 

might  -  y  I  All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name  in  earth  and  sky  and 
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Thee;    Ho  -  ly,      ho  -  ly,  ho  -      ly, 

sea ;        Cher  -  u  -  bim    and  ser  -    aphim 

see;        On  -  ly  Thou    art  ho  -      ly; 

sea;       Ho  -  ly,     ho  -  ly,  ho  -      ly, 
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might  -  y,  God  in  three  per  -  sons,  bless -ed  Trin  -  i  -  ty! 
fore  Thee,  Which  wert,  and  art,  and  ev  -  er-more  shalt  be. 
side  Thee,  Per  -  feet  in  pow'r,  in  love  and  pur  -  i  -  ty. 
might    -    y;    God       in  three  per   -   sons,  bless -ed  Trin  -  i  -   tyl 
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Robert  Grant. 


O  Worship  the  King, 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 
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And  grateful  -  ly 
It  breathes  in  the 
In  thee  do  we 
While  an-gels  de- 


1.  O     wor-ship  the  King,    all-glo-rious   a-bove, 

2.  Thy  bounti  -  ful  care,  what  tongue  can  recite? 

3.  Frail  children  of  dust,    and  fee  -  ble     as  frail, 

4.  Our  Fa-ther  and  God,  how  faith- ful  Thy  love! 
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air,  it    shines  in    the 

trust,  nor     find  Thee  to 

light  to     hymn  Thee  a  - 
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love;  Our  Shield  and  De  -  fend-er,  the 
light;  It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  de- 
fail;  Thy  mer-cies,  how  ten-der !  how 
bove,  The    humbler  ere  -  a  -  tion,  tho' 

-I- 


p , 


PE 


■j^ 


l^?=f 


:N=N=P 


1 Y 


m- 


i=^ 


ra 


m^i^^ 


■^ 


1- 

An-cient   of   days,  Pa  -  vilioned  in   splendor,  and  girded  with  praise, 
scends  to  the  plain,  And  sweetly  dis-tills    in    the  dew  and  the   rain, 
firm    to   the    end,  Our  Mak-er,  De-fend-  er,  Re-deem-er,  and  Friend  ! 
fee  -  ble  their  lays,  With  true  ad  -  o  -  ra  -  tion  shall  lisp  to   Thy  praise. 
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Doxology.     Old  Hundred. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor 


Louis  Bourgeois. 
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Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  Jlow,  Praise  Him,  all  creaturen  here  bflow  ; 
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Praise  Him  a-bove,  ye  heavenly  hosts,  Praise  Father,  Son  and  Ho  -  ly  Ghost. 
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Patriotism,  Prohibition, 
Progress  AND  Good  Cheer. 
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God  Bless  Our  President. 


Words  Arranged, 
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1.  God        of  all   pow'r  and  might,  Bless,  bless  our 

2.  God     hear  our  heart-felt  pray'r,  Bless,  bless  our 

3.  L/ord,  may  he    fear    Thy  name,  Bless,  bless  our 


Pres  -  i  -  dent; 
Pres  -  i  -  dent; 
Pres  -  i  -  dent; 
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Hear  from  Thy  throne  of  light,  Bless,  bless  our 
Make  him  Thy  spe  -  cial  care,  Bless,  bless  our 
All  e   -  vils    put        to  shame,  Bless,  bless  our 
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Pres  -  i  -  dent. 
Pres  -  i  -  dent. 
Pres  -  i  -  dent. 
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Be  Thou  his  strength  and  stay,  Guid  -  ing  his  steps  al  -  way, 
Round  him  Thy  mer  -  cies  pour,  Grant  him  still  more  and  more 
May      he        in      eq    -   ui  -  ty,      O'er       all      the   land      so    free, 
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Guard  -  ing  both  night  and    day  ;    God  bless  our  Pres  -  i  -  dent. 

Rich      bless -ings    in      full   store,  God  bless  our  Pres  -  i  -  dent. 

Our       faith  -  ful    ru  -  ler      be;       God  bless  our  Pres  -  i  -  dent. 
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161  The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 

Fbancis  Scott  Key,  Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 
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1.  O         say,  can  you  see, 

2.  On  the  shore  dim  -  ly   seen 

3.  O        thus     be       it   ever, 


b— fi 


^ 


by  the  dawn's  ear-ly   light,    What  so 
thro' the  mists  of    the    deep.  Where  the 
when  free   men  shall  stand,     Be- 
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proud  -  ly  we     hailed       at    the    twilight's  last  gleaming,  Whose  broad 
foe's  haughty    host         in  dread    si  -  lence    re  -  pos  -  es,What      is 
tween  their  loved  home  and  foul  war's  des  -  o    -  la  -  tion ;  Blest  with 

^—4 


-i9- 


£ 


-u — I— 


i^?±ip 


dF 


'-f=t: 


:(:: 


stripes  and  bright  stars,  thro'  the  per-il-ous  night.  O'er  the  ramparts  we 
that  which  the  breeze  o  'er  the  tow  -  er  -  ing  steep,  As      it    fit  -  f ul-  ly 
vie   -    fry  and  peace,  may  the  heav'n-rescued  land  Praise  the  pow'r  that  hath 

_i      I      ^    ^ 


^^ 


J5^^-^ 


^ 


F=F=^ 


^ 


r— I — f- 


-s^ 


m 


t. 


f^^^i 


p^^ 


R= 


,- — u 


I 

watched  were  SO  gal  -  lant-ly 
blows,  half  conceals,  half  dis 
made    and  preserved  us      a 


^^■ 


r 

streaming?  And  the  rocket's  red  glare, 
-  clos  -  es?  Now  it  catch-  es  the  gleam 
na  -  tion!  Then     con  -  quer  we    must, 
^       I         I         I       ^ 


irl 


:t=t 


r-=t- 


-•-r- 


the  bombs  bursting  in     air, 
of    the  morning's  first  beam, 
when  our  cause  it     is     just, 


SE 


t=t: 


't 


Gave  proof  thro'  the  night  that  our 
In  full  glo  -  ry  re  -  fleet  -  ed,  now 
And        this     be  our   mot  -  to:    "In 


ftJ^ 


:P= 
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The  Star-Spangled  Banner. 

Chorus.  | 

__ — 0 —    — 0. 


-N^->r 


:^i 


r— I — r 


9^ 


r  1    I     ^■ 

flag  was  still  there.  O  say,  does  that  Star-spangled  Ban-ner  yet 
shines  on  the  stream: 'Tis  the  Star-spangled  Banner,  O  long  may  it 
God     is    our  trust ! '  'And  the  Star-spangled  Ban-ner  in    tri-umph  shall 


¥- 


:t=J: 


r- |-e^ f — I-;; w 


F=P 


f-H? 


^r^F^=gi^ 
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j- 


?=P: 
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-\:^-^— 


wave.    O'er   the    land     of    the    free,    and  the  home    of  the  brave. 
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F,E.  R. 


Not  By  My  Vote, 

Melody  in  First  Bass. 


^^^^^& 


Feed.  A.  Fillmore, 
4- 


f=K 


:N=^ 


1.  The     gi  -  ant   liq-uor  traf  -  fie   has  this     na-tion  by   the  throat ;  Of 

2.  If       this   old   liq-uor   traf-  fie   has  this     na-tion  by   the  throat,  And 

3.  O     Christian  men  and  women,  come  and  let    us  take    a   hand,    And 

I- 


s^ 


^^^^ 


r-i^ 


w 


i=^S^i=^ 


-•— t^ — y- 


V U Lh 


^^=fr- 


-w ■ ^ — ^ — 


beer  and  booze  enough  is  drank  a      bat  -  tie-ship  to  float ;  But   it       is 
beer  and  booze  enough  is  drank  a      bat  -  tie-ship  to  float ;  Now  look  you 
drive  this  monster   e  -  vil  ev  -  er-  more  from  our  fair  land  I  It  shall  not 


not,  O  no  I  not  by  7711/  vote;  O  no,  no,  no,  O  no  I  not  by  my  vote  I 
here,  it  must  be  by  ^owr  vote;  Yes, yes, O  yes,  it  must  be  by  YOUR  vote  ! 
stay,  no,    no  I  not  by  my  vote  I  It  shall  not  stay,  no,  no  I  not  by  my  vote  I 


^i 


'^^^^^^^^^^^^X^^. 
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E.  E.  Hewitt. 


No  Flag  Like  Our  Own. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


. . _ . X-\l  ..A—W— — ^ h ^1 — h 1^ — U — ^- h ^z 


V-V- 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEE. 


1.0      so    ma  -  ny  flags   are  waving,  all      a  -  flut  -  ter  in      the  air; 

2.  'Tis  the  flag  that  waves  for  freedom,  for  the  people  and  their  rights; 

3.  ^Tis  the  flag   that  led    our  fathers  thro 'the  thunderstorms  of  war; 


m^^ 


S_Js 


x=x 


^^^ 


Jt=|E 


-6^-fcil- 


is^^^jg^^r^^^^fe^ 


There  are  raa  -  ny  loy  -  al  hearts  in    ev  -  'ry  land;  (in   ev  -  'ry  land;) 
'Tis  the  flag  that  shields  these  happy  homes  of  ours;  (these  homes  of  ours;) 
'Tis  the  flag  of  Union,  true  and  grand  and  strong; (and  grand  and  strong;) 


^^ 


£ 


U— l—l 


^=''=^-H-H-^=t^^ 


^^^^^^^^. 


^m 


But  whate'er  the  col  -  ors  floating,  Bast,  or  West,  or  an  -  y-where; 
And  we  praise  the  God  of  nations,  who  in  ev  -  'ry  good  delights, 
May  God's  blessing  be      up-on    it,      we    will  praise  Him  ev-er-more, 


%=*^ 


1 


r=r 


-li—^- 


f=r 


-&— t^ 


Ohokus. 


:g=^: 


^ 


1 


fc^ 


?^?3: 


i^^^ 
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^—^- 


-5— y- 


:^: 


h- 


iiS 


There's  one  flag  for  which  Americans  will  stand. 

For    the  flag  that  flies  in  sunshine  and  in  show'rs.  There's  no  flag  like  our 

And    to  Him  lift  up  our  glad  and  grateful  song. 


a=ti^S±zl3±:jt 


-iUA 


.^_l/_ 


is^ 


^ 


^^^^- 


:su±| 


f-j — ^ — I h^ — y— *?— 1^ — y— *J— 1^ — y— ^ — ^*-* 


f±58: 


=5f=&=g 


own,  hurrah,  hur  -  rah,    hurrah,     hurrah!  There's  no    flag    like  our,  own,  hur- 


^^ 


s 


mazriEEgE^Ef^^EgE^Eg^ 


tM-rt^: 


k'-y- 
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No  Flag  Like  Our  Own. 


Efe 


-y— 5^- 


X-^J^ 


e 


W— ^ ^^— ^^ ^— y- 


rah. 


hur-rah,  hur-rah,  hur-rahl  Whether  East  or  whether  West,  our  stars  and 


^    N     ^ 


^ 


:t:=t:rt=t: 


t=t=:t=: 


^n=rf 


*=« 


■^ 


t;  ^ 


^gii^ 


-»-T- 


^    u^     ^— b^ — b^- 


^— i^- 


S  -^- 


gigg^iggi 


stripes  we  love  the  best,  There  is   no    flag  like    our  own,    hur-rah,     hur-rah! 
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S.  F.  Smith. 


My  Country  'Tis  of  Thee. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor, 

Henet  Carey.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 


1 


^ 


S 


-ii-T 


&=i- 
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1.  My  coun-try,     'tis         of   thee,  Sweet  land      of  lib  -    er  -  ty, 

2.  My        na   -  tive   coun  -  try,  thee,  L/and      of        the  no  -   ble   free— 

3.  I^et  mu    -    sic   swell   the  breeze  And      ring   from  all       the   trees 

4.  Our      fa  -  ther's  God  I      to  Thee,  Au    -   thor      of  lib  -    er  -  ty, 


S^ 


3^ 


m 


*^- 


m$: 


-y — I- 


m 


•-T- 


S3 


Of     thee       I      sing  ;  I/and  where  my     fa  -  thers  died,  Land  of     the 
Thy  name       I     love;         I      love    thy  rocks    and  rills,  Thy  woods  and 
Sweet  freedom's  song;     Let   mor  -  tal  tongues     awake,  Let    all     that 

To    thee      we    sing;  Long  may    our  land     be  bright  With  freedom's 


^ 


t=^ 


J 


m 


-S^-r 


W^ 


£rP-^- 


:^=:s 


I^ 


pilgrim's  pride;  From  ev  -  'ry  mountain  side  Let  free-dom  ring, 
tem  -  pled  hills ;  My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  a  -  bove. 
breathe  partake,  Let  rocks  their  si  -  lence  break, The  sound  pro  -  long, 
ho   -    ly  light;  Pro  -  tect    us     by   Thy  might,  Great  God,  our  King. 


'■^=^ 


5E^ 


^-^.Xf. 
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'^^^^^^ 
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Bring  Back  My  Flag. 


k^=H 


Words  and  Music  by  Chas.  M.  Fillmoee. 


• #- 


^ 


£ 


X»    ^■#— ^ 


E£ 


m 


P^f^ 


t=t: 


t-rr-t-=:t 


£ 


^^rs- 
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?    y  —  y    sj 


u 


iM 


f=^==^^ 


a^r-^r 


F^^F^ 


r 


^  Solo  or  Unison. 


m 


1.  They  have  tak  -  en 

2.  They  have  tak  -  en 
8.  They  have  tak  -  en 
4.  They  have  tak  -  en 


a  -  way  my  ban  -  ner    from  me,      "Old 

a  -  way  my  ban  -  ner      so    true,      Tho 

a  -  way  my  ban  -  ner      30  bright,    Bap- 

a  -  way  my  ban  -  ner, —  0  shame  I     A- 


'^^m 


ti=^t^ 


f 


r 


g^f-^tnpr 


m 


w 


--P=i- 


-l^-m- 
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Glo  -  ry/'  the  flag  of  the  brave  and  the  free,  The  em  -  blem  of  jus  -  tice  and 
stars  and  the  stripes  of  the  red,  white  and  blue,  The  fair-  est  and  best  flag  the 
tized  and  made  sa-cred  in  ma  -  ny  a  fight,  Where  pa  -  tri  -  ots  died  in  de- 
rouse,  ye  true  patriots,   a  -  rise  in  God's  name.  From  east,  west,  from  north,  south,  come 


^^1^ 


|^ip3^^|EE|?^; 


1^ 


^ 


-w U- 


±=4: 


:fc: 


^^-^-^ 


^r 


f 


Bit, 


^S 


m 


true    lib  -  er  -  ty.    And  made  it    pro  -  tect    the  sa  -  loon, 

world  ev  -  er  knew,  And  made  it    pro  -  tect    tho  sa  -  loon, 

fense    of  the  right,  And  now  it    pro  -  tects  the  sa  -  loon, 

help     us    re  -  claim,  The  flag  from  pro  -  tect  -  iug  sa  -  loons. 


Copyright,  1907.  by  The  Fillmore  Bros.  Co.       (164) 


Bring  Back  My  Flag. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 
--1- 


Bring  back  my  flag!  bring  back  my  flag!  Bring  back  my  dear  old  ban  -  ner     to   me; 


PI 


Bring  back   my  flag!  bring  back   my  flag! 

I      ,N    ^  I 


'^^^i 


g— ^^H-^: 


1=:^ 


Let   it  float  untrammeled  and  free. 


3EJ 


4^ 


rtr=t 
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Daniel  C.  Roberts. 

-I l^r-l-J-4 


God  of  Our  Fathers. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

Geo.  W. 


^-z-idii- 


S* 


S 


FP. 


:^t: 


Warren.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 


Trumpets 
{before  each  verse. ) 


%i^= 


I  3 

1.  God     of    our   f  a-thers,  whose  al  -  might-  y    hand 

2.  Thy     love  di- vine  hath  led     us      in    the   past; 

3.  From  war's  alarms,  from  dead-ly  pest  -  i  -  lence, 

4.  Re  -  fresh  Thy  peo  -  pie    on   their  toil-some  way, 

H Sr-A -1- 


■^- 


■Tzi- 


m 


^ 


^ 


:fe=ff=l=J 


^m 


•^ 


-+X-J- 


iftJ-^. 


^tW^tIs: 


^ 


Leads  forth  in  beau-ty  all  the  starry  band 
In  this  free  land  by  Thee  our  lot  is  cast; 
Be    Thy  strong  arm  our  ev-er  sure  de-fense; 

Lead    us  from  night  to  nev  -  er-end-ing  day; 

_J J .    .^     .^     1      I      1 


^ 


^t 


t=± 


-^ 


Of 
Be 
Thy 
Fill 

J. 


shining  worlds 

Thou  our    ru   - 

true  re  -  lig  - 

all   our  lives 

I.  ^    I. 


m 

ler, 

ion 

with 


■s*- 


1         1 


-0~4-0-«-4-  ' 


splen-dor  thro'  the  skies, 

guardian,  guide  and  stay, 

in   our  hearts  increase, 

love  and  grace  di  -  vine, 

I       i       


-^-t-     I       I       I. 


Our  grate-ful  songs  be-  fore  Thy  throne  a  -  rise. 
Thy  word  our  law.  Thy  paths  our  chosen  way. 
Thy  bounteous  goodness  nour-ish  us  in  peace. 
And     glo  -  ry,  laud  and  praise  be  ev  -  er  Thine. 


:t=t 


i!5i-- 


-Z5^ 
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Mrs.  a.  L.  Davison. 


Banner  of  Beauty. 

Melody  in  t  ccond  Bass. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOBE. 


f+^ 


-0 0—0 #-7- 


V— ^- 


:t=p: 


±F-i 


1.  Beau-ti-ful  flag      of        the  brave  and  free, 

2.  Heroes  have  lain  with  their  dy  -   ing  eyes, 

3.  Dear  to  Co  -  lum  -  bi    -    a's  true  and  brave 

^  .           ^  •     ^    N    N   I        I  f 


Emblem  of 

Gazing  with 

Over  tb« 


I^ES: 


-u—^ 


I 1- 


0- — 0— 


s^ 


-h— > — 


:i===^b^^?=fe!: 


^— ^  V  ^y' 


-b^— b/— b^— I h^^b^ 


#-v- 


-#—  # — 0 — 0-T~0-^- 


■i^-^-0—0- 


hope  and  lib  -  er  -  ty; 
love  on  thy  gorgeous  dyes; 
land         and     o'er   the      wave: 


Gladly  we  hail  thee,  floating 

Floating  above  the  gloom  of 

Gladly  we  hail  thee,  floating 


m 


i.'  ,^  ^  r  1 

- 1 0 — 0 — 0 — 0- 


I        I        I     _^   .  X 


■0-1- 


Chobus. 


war,  . 
far... 


^m 


.  .  Beauti-ful  flag  of  the  stripe  and  star.  Ban 
. .  Beauti-ful  flag  of  the  stripe  and  star. 

.  .  Beauti-ful  flag  of  the  stripe  and  star.  Ban-ner  of  beauty, 

I       .  ,.        ^     --  I        I       h   I 


:^:i=itziWiz^q 


S-f-^-f-v 


:3=S: 


■■A— A — ^=:t=^ 

•#— -# 0-0— -\- 


ti=tt:=f: 


-1-=^ 


v-\;r 


■/9-r-<&- 


',^^=^=^ 


-#-= — 0- 


^^^=^q: 


:t=t== 


'II  I 

beau         -        ty,  Em-blem  of  the    free, 

Ban  -  ner    of  beau  -  ty,   Kniblem   of   the    free,    of   the  free, 


^ 


:|e=N=N: 


-I t'-i- 


t=t==t: 


I    I    I 


-m^ 


f^—0- 


==F^ 


1-=^ 
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.^ 
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'^¥^ 


lot 


Ban 
Ban-ner 


ner     of     beau        -        ty,  Flag  of    lib  -  er  -  ty. 

of  beauty,    Banner     of  beauty,    Flag  of    lib  -  er  -  ty. 


m 


^ 
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Mary  A.  Lathbtjby. 


Flag  of  Stars. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


'^' 


I    r-    n    I     I     r 


I 

1.  The  stars    that  float    up  -  on      the  blue,  The   ho   -  ly   white,  the 

2.  We  bear      the   flag     be -fore      our  band,  For  God,  and  Home,  and 


§*teg 


g^^ 


:ld 
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■'¥- 
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±=) 


i=F-7 


F=^ 


f= 


I 

crim  -  son    hue.     Are     splendors     lent     us     by      the   night,      Are 
Na  -   tive  I/and;  For     we       are     chil-dren    of      the   King,       And 


^^ 


^^=^ 


glo-ries  of  the  morning  light.     Our   col  -ors  gathered  from   the  sky, 
ev  -  er  as  we  march  we  sing.      Our  arms  are  truth  and  righteousness, 


w 


0-sr. • — # #- 


:|i=1i: 


?=: 


-»-^ 


d=d=d: 
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Our  hands  shall  ev-er  hold   on  high;   To     peaceful   vie-  tories,  thro' 
Our  hope  the  land  we  love    to  bless;    Be-  neath  the  ho  -  1}^  white,  the 


'r=M=^^ 


t^ 


r  r-^=^ 


L||,l>    f g. 


fe^ 
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i^^ 
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ho    -    ly    wars.       We       fol-low,  fol  -  low  still  the  flag      of   stars, 
crim-  son    bars,       We       fol-low,  fol  -  low  still  the  flag       of    stars. 

s  J  .    .       I 
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169  Victory  Our  \A/'atchword. 

James  Rowe.  Arr.  from  Bishop's  "Hail  to  the  Chief,"  by  J.  B.  Hkebekt. 


;:=:;St^ 


-^-  #^ 


?^?: 


»-^ 


1.  On  -ward  we  march,  mak-ing  bet-ter     the  nation,  Giv- ing  our 

2.  On  -  ward   we  march, with  the  warning-bell  ringing;  Still  there  are 

3.  On  -  ward  we  march,    in    the   bat-tie     de-light-ing,  True  to    our 

4.  On  -  ward   we   go,     with  an   ar  -  my     expand-ing,  True  to    our 


i^^ 


9^:^=?: 


12^ 


:?±=ef 


li=N: 


1 h 


^: 
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itJiC 
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light  to  the  val-leys 
cap  -  tives  and  slaves  to 
coun-try,  and  true  to 
na  -  tiou  and  God    we 


iife?^ 


of    sin ; 
be   freed, 
our  cause; 
will     be; 


B    -    vil    de-nouncing    and 
Souls    who  despair  when  they 
Aft  -    er    dis  -  till  -  ers       of 
Bv    -   er   our  birthright  with 


^^ 


i^t 


Si=^: 


:3=tF 


^=^ 


8fe^= 
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^ 


3^^ 
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SiE- 


^3=^ 


-is-^^ 


preaching  sal-  va-tion, 
ought  to  be  singing, 
whis-  ky,  and  smiting 
cour-  age   de-manding, 


Fearless  -  ly    fighting,  and  fighting  to    win. 
Victims    of     graft-  ers  and  lov-  ers   of  greed. 
All   who  are  breaking  A-  mer  -  i  -  ca's  laws 
Till    we     are  sure  that  our  country    is   free. 


U 


^fe^ 


^ — ^- 


lat 


Chorus. 


Cres. 
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Crime  we   are  fet  -  ter-ing,    All     the  land  bet-ter-ing  ;  L/Ov  -  ers     of 


S^feS 


t=r-- 


■f=t-- 


S^ 


r^-T-T^rr^r^-T 


I       Cres. 


i^ii^Eg^ii 


*^^r3=ftl 


9^ 


e   -  vil       in    ter  -  ror   shall  flee. 

-T^X^ s-^^ ^ — k 
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God 


is    de- fend -ing    us! 


t^m. 
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is 


Victory  Our  Watchword. 
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Cour    -  age     is     lend-ing    us!     Vic    -  to  -  ry,  (yes)  vie  -  to  -  ry,  (yes) 


t— r 
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Vic  -  to  -  ry     our  watchword  shall  ev 
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Adaline  H.  Beeey. 
3 


Our  Happy  Land. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Henry  Fillmore, 


iffl^^S 


ip^f: 


■^^ 


1.  Hap-py  the   sons      of       our  land,    Brave  in   their  man-hood     they 

2.  Hap-py   our   daughters       to-day;    Vir-tue's  own  chil  -  dren     are 

3.  Hap-py   Co  -  lum  -  bia,     our  home,  Swinging 'neath  heaven's  blue 


stand;  Val  -  or   upholds  them,  Hon-or   enfolds  them, 

they;  On    our  brow  lin-gers  Touch  of  soft  fin  -  gcrs, 

dome  I  K'er  may  we  serve  thee.lvove  and  preserve  thee 
I  3  3 


Strength  of  the 
Far     on     our 
'  Ivand  of    the 


^ife 


^ 


5=£ 


:t=t 


1?=|E 


^F=F= 


-^ 


-<5»- 


■^ 


=t= 


t± 


-■ ' r 

na  -  tion's    right  hand.    Strength  of  the  na  -  tion's 

mis  -  sion        a    -   way,        Far     on    our  mis  -  sion 

free, — hap   -  py  home!     I^and     of     the  free, —  hap 

I 


■r-t 


right   hand. 

a   -   way. 

-  py   home! 


§Se£ 


■^-. 
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Adaline  H.  Beebt. 
Duet. 


ri-SMJ 


The  Nation's  Boys. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


:^^ 


1^ 


f: 


S 


m- 


t' 


■^      •      •      U' 

1.  Out      in  the  wild,  where  the  sharp  brambles  grow,  Some-bod-y's 

2.  Quick  -  ly    He  ris  -  es,  with  new  kin  -  died  hope,  Round  to    the 

3.  "Fa- ther,  I've  wronged  you,  I  own      it  with  shame;   L/Ow    as    the 

4.  Men      of  the    na-tion,    O     why  will    you  spoil  Thousands    of 


9^ 


¥^- 


^ 


lui  >  -u  J    -j 


&=iM 


i-^ 


rl-^- 


5=tef3i=r===3t:EjEiiz=3zz::i!: 


#-i^- 


F 


dar  -  ling  is  lost; .  . 
home -road  he  turns ; 
low  -  est  I've  been;, 
homes  of  their  pride;  . 


■9-ah 


fc/     ^     • 

Somewhere  below,  in  the  whirlpool  of  sin, 
While,  as  each  landmark  fa-mil-iar  appears, 
But  with  each  step  on  the  broad, beaten  way, 
How  can  you  li-cense  the  cru  -  el   sa  -  loon, 


^ifcg 


0-^ 


^-i?-j=: 


S 


-N-b^ 


£i^^^^pp5^ 


r3=t- 


1^^^ 


F 


"rg~r^3=3: 


Hon    -  or   and  vir  -  tue    are  tossed. 

Deep  -  ly    the  one  question  burns: 

Com-rade-ship  gild- ed  the  sin. 

Scat  -  ter  -  ing  death  far  and  wide  1 


^m 


Un  -  der  the  droop  of    his 

"How  willmy  fa-ther  his 

Wine  was  the  tempter  that 

Save  the  bright  boys  from  the 

— i 1 1        I        I 


F^ 


5:jzf:5=ttz 


f 


i^ 


A 


^ 


^ 


^fe^ 


V— ^ 


brown  tangled  curls.  Shame  marks  a  once  no-ble  face;  Faint-ly  a 

in    -   grate  re-ceive?    Can    he  forgive  me     at        all?  Back    to  his 

gave    me   the  start,    Soon   I  was  raving  with     rum;  Quick-ly  the 

clutch- es    of    hell,    Keep  them  un-spotted  and  brave ;  Help  in  the 

^        ,—        .1  I 


^=^A- 


i^^ 


-^-- 


^=m 


^- 


t2=p: 


■r-^- 


I 
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The  Nation's  Boys. 


kbT  r  J^ 


Eg 


:t± 


^ 


V— ^1- 


long-ing  creeps  up  in  his  soul,  Wea  -  ry  of  sin's  gid-dy  chase, 
threshold  in  tat-ters  I'll  go,  Hum-bly  con-fess-ing  my  fall." 
dregs  of  dis-hon-or  I  drained, Till  to  this  wreck  I  have  come, 
work  of    up  -lift-ing  the   world,  In  -  to  God's  kingdom  to     save. 


I 


m^. 


■.^=f- 


:t*r 


fck; 


5  -^ 

Chorus.         . — -  i^ 


s 


*^ 


?=fcM?i=J: 


■»-^0-^ 


±^^ 


■■^^^ 


1  &  2.  Bring  him  back  home,  my  pen-i-tent  boy!  Back  to  the  warm  home  nest ; 

3.  Bring  the  best  robe  I  welcome  my  boy!  Here  with  my  par-  don  crowned ; 

4.  Strike  the  black  flag!  save  all  the  boys!  Give  them  their  hopes  of  youth  ; 


Tell  him  his  father  is   lov-ing  him  still,  Waiting  to  give   him 
lyet  there  be  joy  in  the  household  a-gain,  O  -  ver  my  boy  that's 
Give  us  a   nation  of    he-roes  in-deed,  Dar-ing   to  stand  for 


^^^-p>^b^— L^     U     U     U— fc^— f|>      I*      )>      r— [;r 


rest, 
found, 
truth. 


:N=:|t=^c=?: 
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172 


Palmeb  Hartsough. 


Native  Land. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


I.  Pleyel. 


m 


i^=i=i 


e 


ES 


:tr=:p 


1.  Native  Land,  our  country  bright,  Laud  where  shines  the  gospel's  light, 

2.  Native  Laud,  thy  shores  we  love,  Plains  so    fair,    and  hills    a  -  bove; 

3.  Native  Land,  as  years  shall  roll.  Yield  thee  still    to    His    cou-trol; 


43= 


m 


:t: 


:N=t 


-<5>- 


r— f-r 


■1&- 


^^ 


1=?- 


# 


•-1^ 


r^^F 


I/and  where  dwells  the  noble,  free,  Na-tive  Ivand,  we  sing  of  thee. 
Truth  thy  rock,  and  God  thy  King,  Na-tive  L/and,  of  thee  we  sing. 
Guid  -  ed      by     His  high  be  -  hest,     Na-tive  L/and,  be  great  and   blest. 


m 


^ 


^ 


-i^ 
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The  Coming  Snow  Slide. 


Tune  :  "There's  a  Tavern  in  the  Town. 
Amelia  Bkckwith  Gatrell.    Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 

^. ^ 0 = tiH^— _ 


Arr.  by  J.  H.  F. 


4=: 


r- 


;=ff^=^s^ 


1.  A        lit   -    tie    stone  goes    roll  -  ing  down,    roll  -  ing  down,    Up- 

2.  No      starving    cbil-dren     then  shall   wail,  then  shall  wail,    Nor 

3.  No      stock      of   goods  that    can't   be      sold,  can't    be      sold,    While 

4.  The  streets   will  then     be  paved  with  stones,  paved  with  stones,Not 


m^ 


^ 


I 


D.  C. —  When  drink,  with  all     its   Jiend  -  ish  crew,  Jlend~ish  crew,    Shall 


^^^=2^P3 


I  ^      ^      ^     'V 

on  a  snowbank  out  of  town,  out  of  town,  And  gath 'ring  grows  un- 
mother's  cheeks  with  fear  be  pale,  fear  be  pale,  With  so  -  ber  toil  shall 
peo  -  pie  hun-ger  and  are  cold,  and  are  cold,  Bnt  clothing,  food,  en- 
hu  -  man  flesh, and  blood, and  bones,  blood  and  bones,  Nor  household  fires  so 


c^^—^-i — ^ — f. — w=i0 — ^ 


h   h 
-^=^- 


U;t 


>- 


:t:=d 


be  snowed  un  -  der,  out   of  view,   out  of    view,     And  hap-py  ivives  and 


m 


til     a-cross   the  snows  An       av  -  alanche  is  rushing  down,  (rushing  down.) 
manhood  make  its  way ,  While  plenty  spreads  the  board  each  day.  (board  each  day.) 
joyment,  and  employ  For   man   and  wo-man,  girl  and  boy.  (girl  and  boy.) 
warm  and  bright  and  sweet,  Be  quenched  to  light  the  cit-y  street,  (cit  -  y  street.) 

I  I  ^       N       N       N       N       I         1^ 


?=t 


i 


J— I— ^ 


^ 


chil-dren  ev -Wy -where,  With  ring  -  ing  car  -  oh   fill  the  air. {fill   the  air.) 
Chorus.   ,.  ,. 


JTgZl^^g^g 


So    the  time    is  sure  -ly  com-ing,  You  can  hear  it  humming, humming, 


bs Is 1 1 1 1 h- 


:^=^: 


t=t=[:=t: 


-^ — 0- 


>— >— ^— ^=^ 


^g 


D.  C. 


5=F 


9i 


When    the   truth     a-gainst     old      er  -  ror   shall  pre  -  vail,     pre -vail, 

.t=:tr=i:;=:t:zz=t=t:^t:^=f=it=t:=Pt:==:P=P= 


:^ 


I 


c— r-j— c- 


"J— t 
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Chas.  M.  Fillmore. 


My  Native  Land. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


James  R.  Randall. 


m3 


-i= 


?^=? 


sl^^ 


1.  i     love  thine  ev-  'ry  hill  and  vale,     Na-tive  land,  my 

2.  Tho'  sons  may  sometime  trait'rous  prove, Na-tive  land,  my 

3.  And  when  thy  bor-ders  are    at  peace, Na-tive  land,  my 

^     M  -1^    ]^    I       


9iP 


na-tive  land; 
na-tive  land; 
na-tive  land. 


:1=:t 


±X 


-^ 


r±gE^ 


-0 — 0- 


-#-=- 


^ 


i«=3 


T 

For  thee  my  love  shall  nev-  er  fail,      Na-tive  land,  my  na-tive  land. 

I  pledge  thee  faithful,     loy-al  love,    Na-tive  land,  my  na-tive  land. 

My  guarding  care  shall  nev-er  cease,  Na-tive  land,  my  na-tive  land. 


$ri:zt=^ 


i^=^p^ 


Melody  in  First  Tenor. 


t=fc:3 


gSgHgEIEjE^gS; 


Tho'    I  should  sail  to  distant  shore, Tho' 
When  foes  assail  without,  within,         I 
But     jealous  still    of  thy  true  weal,  A 


i^iz^^t^ziti 


:g=t: 


fcf=tr 


I  should  search  the  wide  world  o'er, 
will  not  shrink  from  battle  din, 
faith-ful  pa-triot's  pride  I'll  feel, 


m 


w 


^- 


Thou  hast  my  heart  for  ev-er-more. 
But  fight  to  death  thy  cause  to  win, 
Be  prompt  thine  ills  and  wounds  to  heal, 


:pt-=p|=(^: 


(t 


Na-tive  land, 
Na-tive  land, 
Na-tive  land. 


my 
my 
my 


# 


na-tive  land, 
na-tive  land, 
na-tive  land. 
I 


:i^=:^it 


3ES 


Words  copyright,  1900,  by  Fillmore  Bros. 

The  Coming  Snow  Slide.     Concluded. 

5  Policemen  then  would   mostly  quit,  mostly  quix, 
Their  business  being  nearly  nit,  nearly  nit. 
And  wheels  and  shafts  of  industry  would  spin, 
The  "Good  time  coming"  soon  be  in. 

6  The  night  has  been  both  dark  and  long,  dark  and  long. 

We  scarce  its  gloom  could  cheer  with  song,  cheer  with  song, 
But  morning  breaks,  and  men  the  light  shall  see, 
-'^nd  from  drink's  bondage  shall  be  free. 
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Vote  It  Dry, 


James  Rowe, 
DUBT. 


J.  B.  Herbert. 


m 


:^^. 


-^^it 


■^-r 


p-z3L-rz=^tj^^ 


li— 


m 


-J     j  If      you  wish 

(  If      you  wish 

^    ^  If      you  wish 

'^'  \  By      no  oth  - 

Kv  -  'ry  vot  - 

Al  -  ways  vote 


^M 


to  have  your  cit  -  y  free  from  whis-ky,  beer  and  wine, 
to  close  the  gin-shop  and    destroy     its  hor-  rid  sign, 
to     rid    the  coun-try  of      this  soul-de-stroy-er,  Rum, 
er  way,  my  broth-er,  per  -  feet  lib  -  er  -  ty   can  come, 
er    has      a  weap- on  that     is   might-y — 'tis  his  vote, 
for  Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion,then  a  change  we  soon  shall  note, 


K—h- 


T- 


-ff-/ 


:S^ 


ii 


3^ 


Chorus. 


■^.—A 


-•-.- 


ji±-ji—it 


-fc^- 


■p-r 


t^ 


m 


Vote      it  dry,    vote     it  dry,    vote    it    dry,  vote     it  dry!     Cast  your 


:iii 


-<5H- 


ifi=d: 


m 


m 


-K— t- 


^ 


^— »?-H^ 


l^.. 


:S=J: 


vote for  Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion,  l^nd  this  traffic      at  the  polls 

cast  your  vote  cast  your  vote, 


Which  has  ruined  ma-ny  souls  I  Cast  your  vote 


for  Pro  -  hi- 


t^i 


Cast  your  vote 


ii 


d: 


i^^zf 


1^-^- 


m—^ 


[^_| . y 5 ^ U'—. y_^     ^ 

bi  -  tion;  Vote    it  dry,    vote    it  dry,  vote    it   dry,  vote  it  dry  1 

cast  your  vote 

,s    N  I     -(^    ft    I     ^  s 


mi 


':t^±i=iz=^^h=^i 


^i^ 


5^^ 


1^ 


-t^— b— 5-i- 


Copyri^ht,  1913,  by  The  Fillmore  Bros.  Co.     International  copyright. 
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Fall  in  Line. 


R.  O.  Smith. 
Solo. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


M 


¥^^ 


srn— rr— j- 


^ 


Vz-f- 


ff—^-0- 


1.  We  have  en  -  list-ed     as   vol-unteers,  Fall  in  line,    soldiers,  fall  in 

2.  Marching  to-geth-er      against  the  foe,  Fall  in  line,    soldiers,  fall  in 

3.  What  do  we  care  for  their  taunts  and  boasts?  Fall  in  line,  soldiers,  fall  in 

4.  Strongholds  of  rum  we  must  now  assail.  Fall  in  line,    soldiers,  fall  in 
Inst. 


PP^ 


fc^ 


-#— i- 


M 


-|2- 


^=P=^ 


line  I  Dan  -  ger      or  harm  has    for    us       no   fears,  Fall  in 

line  I  Rum's  mighty  hosts  we    will     o    -  verthrow,  Fall  in 

line  I  We're  on    the  side     of    the  Ivord    of  Hosts,  Fall  in 

line  I  God  is  our  strength, and  we   shall,  pre  -  vail,  Fall  in 


^f^^ 


:1^ 


1^ 


-^^i=i- 


m 


fei==^ 


Chorus. 


S^ 


5=3 


-€ — 


m 


-<5<- 


line,     sol 


diers,  fall    in      line  1 .  .  .  .     Nev  -    er   mind, 


tho'  our 


ms^^EE^^^mm^ 


v=^ 


fel 


^^^ 


■i^:n 


^1 


#— ^ 


^^ 


e=t 


t=$=*=f- 


* 


foes  should  scoff  and  sneer,  Nev-er  mind,    for  our  God  is   ev  -  er  near;  O 


% 


^—v- 


i^^ 


:^ 


->_i/. 


h — .MK-t-v=p| [^-L|^         K— ^ ^i!—\ L ^L ^y g__y 1 3J 


Never  quail,  never  falter,  never  fear!  Fall  in  line,  soldiers,  fall  in  line  ! 


m^ 


N— S- 


t^- 


fezfc^  m^i 


1^^ 


-y— y- 


-&-y- 


=g=t 


:2z^t:^tz^=U-^- 
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Dt  Brewer's  Big  Hosses. 


H.  S.  Taylob. 
Solo. 


J.  B.  Heebebt. 


m 


'^ 


O  de  Brew-er's  big  hoss  -  es,  com  -  in'  down  de  road, 
O  de  lick  -  er  men's  act  -  in*  like  dey  own  dis  place, 
O     I'll    bar  -  ness  dem     hoss   -    es      to      de   tem-p'rance  cart. 


iqziq: 


-4— i^r 


Mii 


^f— i 


m 


t=K 


'-P=t-=^ 


Tot  -  in'   all     a-round  ole     L/U  -  ci  -  fer's  load;  Dey   step     so    high, 
lyiv  -  in'    on     de  sweat  ob      de    po' man's  face;  Dey 's  fat     and    sas- 
Hit    'em  wid      a    gad     to     gib    'em     a      start,  I'll    teach   'em  how 


H 


^ 


m 


-^^B 


m 


P=/E 


t- — r 


■UL-I ^=:t 


ni—ii 


an'  dey  step  so  free,  But  dem  big  hosses  can't  run  o  -  ver  me  I 
sy  as  dey  can  be,  But  dem  big  hosses  can't  run  o  -  ver  me  1 
for  to  haw    and   gee.   For  dem   big     hosses  can't  run  o  -  ver  me  1 

-J \ .^: X 


r^ 


■««.- 


-^r 


-t9r- 


I 


75^- 


■KP- 


-7!^ 


fSL 


-fS. 


-•— =- 


X=X 
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Chorus. 
.0 ^— 


i 


i 


^^^ 
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boys,      O 


no  I        De   turn-pike's      free     where- 


Si^zziJii 


-x=x 


--r=^ 


:t: 
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no,   boys,     no,  no,   no  I 

CopyriEbt,  1887,  by  Fillmore  Bros.     Homer  Rodeheaver,  owner.     Used  by  permission. 
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De  Brewer's  Big  Hosses. 


m^: 


eb  -  ber 


■i=^ 
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go. 


m^^m 


I'm 


a        tern  -  per  -  ance        in  -  gine, 


I 


»i^ 


-fS--0- 


:zr=;=gEg^^^^a 


-* M t-J- 


y— -■ 


don't  you    see,  And  de  Brewer's  big  hoss-es  can't  run    o-  ver  me  I 


PI 


;^^i 
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■We'll  Vote  for  Prohibition. 


C.  M.  FILLMOEE. 


i 


-J — ^ 


Kefrain. 


>-A-N~N-4 


J,  H.  FiLLMOEE 


4-^-l^-^: 


-m—m—0- 


:3=it 


1.  We're   in   a  fight,  We  know  is  right.  We'll  vote  for  Prohibition  ev'ry  time. 
We've  come  to  stay,We'll  win  the  day,  We'll  vote  for  Prohibition  ev'ry  time. 

2.  Just  clear  the  track,Don't  hold  us  back,  We'll  vote  for  Prohibition  ev'ry  time. 
We  ask  no  thanks,  For  we  are  cranks,  And    vote  for  Prohibition  ev'ry  time. 


^^S^_ 


d: 


:i 


J-^^- 
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i|==l=: 


n 


;:Ocr|c 


irBzfcrKzttS 


-• f-S- 


■f^ 


Chorus. 


::-:S 


;^?^ 


f=i=S=^E^f^^^^ 


V — ^ 


Yes,       0       yes,     We'll  vote  for  pro  -  hi  -  bi-tion.  We  will  vote  for  Pro  -  hi 

J      J     J      ,  .'^  . 


^S^ 


e 


^l=^E^?=^f 


N- 


:it=i4=^ 


m 


-^ — b^ 


ife^?E5E3EEEPEtPEE«^SE.^^!E?: 


V— V — ^— 1^ 


-^-V- 


-y— y— y— i^- 
bi-tion.  And  it's  yes,      0      yes,     We'll  vote  for  Pro-hi-bi-tion  ev  -  'ry  time. 

,s   ^    I        I 


N— A-«— «- 


i 


S^g^jE^Pg-Fg 


9^^S=B=g 


5=«^t: 


:S^ 


:s: 


s 


itJt^tzi^: 


V     1^     L^— b^— b^— b— li^-t?- 


3  Say,  Democrat,  Where  are  you  at? 
We'll  vote  for  Prohibition  every  time. 
Republican,  what  is  your  plan? 
We'll  vote  for  Prohibition  every  time. 

4  The  boss  may  swear,  But  we  don't  care, 
We'll  vote  for  prohibition  every  time. 

Note. — Verses  may  be  added,  making  local  hits.    For  instrumental  accompaniment 
use  small  notes  only  where  they  are  given. 


Saloonmen  scowl.  And  growl  and  howl, 
We'll  vote  for  Prohibition  every  time. 

5  0  come  along.  And  join  our  song, 
And  vote  for  Prohibition  every  time. 
Take  up  the  tune  'Gainst  the  saloon, 
And  vote  for  Prohibition  every  time. 
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At  the  Polls. 


Rev.  Robt.  O.  Smith. 

With  boldness. 


^ 


H.  Fillmore. 


l^3fSi 


1.  Ivet      us   fight  the  na-tion's  foe, 

2.  I^et     the     liq  -  uor    demons  yell, 

3.  On-ward,  then,  our  way   we  press 
First  Bass.     ^        ,.       , 


At  the  polls. 
At  the  polls. 
To     the  polls, 


at  the  polls ! 
at  the  polls  I 
to     the  polls  I 


m^ 


^TTtT- 


JS- 


i*=S=* 


m 


k=tS: 


Second  Tenor. 


i^ 


-#— 


I/et       us  strike  the    fa  -  tal   blow, 
Joined  by    all    the  hosts    of   hell, 
God    will    all     His  sol-diers  bless, 


At 
At 
At 


^ 


the  polls  I 
the  polls! 
the  polls! 

^ 


at  the  polls! 
at  the  polls! 
at     the  polls! 


IEEE 


9*^ 
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^5=t 


w 


fc^ 


t=^ 
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Let    us  raise  our    ban-ner  high,  Till    its  folds  shall  kiss  the   sky, 
We   will  sure-  ly  win    the  fight, "God  is   God,  and  right  is  right," 
Tho'  our  en  -  e  -  mies  may  frown.  An  -  gel  bands  will  hast  -  en  down, 


i!^ 


m 


W 


te^ 


^^^ 


ic 


1^ 


-^- 


We  will  con-quer  or  we'll  die,  At  the  polls,  at  the  polls ! 
We  will  put  them  all  to  flight  At  the  polls,  at  the  polls  I 
With  sue  -  cess  our  brows   to  crown.    At      the   polls,     at      the  polls  I 

/^ 


^ 


^^ 


S 


-•^-it 


I 


m 


W 


^ 


Chorus. 


g=^43feffej 


1^ 


At     the    polls,  meet  the   foe.       At       the    polls,      at     the  polls  I 
With  resolution.  \  v        k      I 


9te? 


:&: 


Copyrif  ht,  1900,  by  Fillmore  Bros. 
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At  the  Polls. 


gs 


^^^&=^^^ 


At     the   polls,  strike  the  blow,     At     the     polls,      at        the  polls ! 


-^ 


1^ 


i^feg 


^-fc^EE^ 


i^^ 


-#— =- 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


fd=t 


^1 


Ivet        us  raise      our    ban  -  ner   high,        Till       its   folds      shall 


^iSEti=_i^ 


S 


r^ 


te£ 


i^^Y. 


i^fr-f^f 


-#-;- 


^ 


— ^ ^ — '" 

kiss    the  sky,     We     will  con-quer    or    we'll  die, — At     the  polls. 

-t- 


:f±=f: 


--:t. 


ife-r 


~m m  ^ a 

:tzztrz=tzzF: 


* 


:2fe 


I 


^_ui 


180      I  Will  Vote  for  Home  and  Mother, 


J.  E,  Ramsey, 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor 


Chas.  M.  Fillmoke. 


1.  Hear  our  dear  old  gray-haired  mothers,  Praying  for  'our  homes  and  others, 

2.  See  our  broth-ers,  reel-ing,  fall-ing,  Sisters  flee  from  crimes  ap-pall-ing, 

3.  Shall  the  moth-er-love  that  bore  us,  Vain-ly  now  for  help  implore   us? 

'  '  I    I    I    I ' 


ii^Elfe 


«(    «l    <l    «|: 


w± 


*z^ 


Cho. — I  will  vote  for  home  and  moth-er^  Vote  for  sis-ter,  wife  and  broth -er. 


D.  C.  for  Chorus. 


m&^^^^f^m^^^ 


We  must  answer  now,  my  brothers, "Home  and  mother,"  or  "saloons?" 
Wife  and  lit-tle  chil-dren  call-ing,  For  pro-tec-tion  from     sa-loons. 
No,  their  faith  shall  be  vic-torious.  We   will  ban-ish    all      sa  -  loons. 

^  fe  I    I    I 


i^ 


I 


m 


:?-ff 


f  '    f... 


Vote  for  my  boy  and  some  oth-er, — Vote  to  save  them  from  sa-loons. 
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Hip  Hip  Hurrah! 


J.  P.  IBVIN. 

1*^       1^      ^       iL               b      1^ 

^ 

J. 

I 

B.  Herbbrt. 

f^  A     J  "       ^ 

J            _h        1             P        IS         m^      M  * 

.  i^ 

"  A' 

■■  J        /^     " 

*-i-    s     J       _i^     r       J     1 

if 

~^  • 

#■,  "  * 

A 

^ '     d     J .     J.       , 

W 

-- 

+   4    ^ 

^                       ^                       ^            J         \J            \^      \      ^                    ^                         ! 

•^                         •^                      «»c                     «  • 

1.  We've    a        pi  -  lot  true  and  tried,  Hip,  hip, 

2.  But          a      bat  -  tie    we  must  fight, Hip,  hip, 

3.  To       your  posts    ye    val  -  iant  ones, Hip,  hip, 

4.  lyet       the  sheet-ed  lightnings  break, Hip,  hip, 

hur  ■ 
hur  - 
hur  - 
hur  - 

-rah! 
rah! 
rah! 
rah! 

452-- 

And  what- 
In        de- 
Clear  the 
And    with 

C\*^  /i 

&         \J 

B 

|- 

*).If4    V. 

^                        ^                       •»  .         *^         1^             " 

'                               N. 

■^      A     ^ 

•\                                      €».                                     7 

4 

Allin  Unison. 


i 


J5^J- 


H 


-a^—^- 


ev  -  er  may  be -tide.  Hip,  hip,  hurrah! 
fense  of  truth  and  right.  Hip,  hip,  hurrah! 
ship  and  train  your  guns,  Hip,  hip,  hurrah! 
hail  and  thunder  shake,  Hip,  hip,  hurrah! 


We  to  Him  will  trust  our  fate, 
With  an  old  and  battered  craft, 
Nail  the  col  -  ors  to  the  mast  I 
All  her   tim-bers  to      a  wreck, 


m 


v-^- 


^- 


All  in  Unison. 


*1' 
As      He  guides  the  ship  of  state,    Tho'  the  storm  be  wild    and  wide. 

That  is  leak   -  y    fore   and   aft,     Seel  she  yon  -  der  heaves  in  sight  I 

To       a    rock    the  an-chor's  fast,    Of        a  hun  -  dred  thousand  tons  I 

Till    her  flame-be-leag-ured  deck,    Shall  the  conquered  crew  for-sake  I 


m 


■n^ 


Hip,  hip,  hurrah,  hurrah,  hurah!  We  are  sailing,  sailing  on  to  vie  -  to  -  ry. 


^ 


A II  in  Unison. 


Harmofiy . 


Shout  aloud  and  keep  the  flag  unfurled, Hip, hip, hurrah!  When  we  anchor  safe- 

I 


^^^^ 


-^-3- 


-^-^- 


0-^ 


t^ 


All  in  Unison. 


(m?,) 


Hip  Hip  Hurrah! 


I 


:i 


■i-f— # — W- — i — 0-i K-ai — I — P 


:^^- 


-(S-'^r- 


ly ,  we'll  sing  the  ju-bi-lee,  And  send  the  joyous  news  a-round  the  world! 


pe 


==^^M^± 


ii^iti: 


if 


:p=t: 


^— p-^ 


:^3=fci:|i:^Ui=r: 


SP 


-5/— y- 


-^-^^■ 
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O  Merry  Goes  the  Time. 


Melody  in  « 

'Second  Tenor.                  Db.  Geo.  F.  Root. 

1                              '                                   ' 

!-W|J^-jH-^ 

s     «  • 

^    • 

C 

P          T           P          m 

'        1 

f    s  ■ 

<»-  . 

:s» 

:ttt^  ^  r-jL. 

-'^ — f  • 

»— !~ 

—t 

-^   . 

_^_ 

-» — ? k — P — 

H 1 

1.  0      mer-ry 

2.  But  wea  -  ry 

3.  0     sparkling 

r 

goes 

go 
are 

the    time, 

the      feet, 

the    skies, 

r3   . 

-_ZILj ^ , , ^ . 

When   the   heart    is  young; 
When   the   heart    is     old; 
When   the   heart     is   young; 

mm                                    ^ 

C\'   U  '^     « 

p 

1 

^            1 

•-f.,  74     ^ 

1         1     * 

N» 

F            •            I              1 

1                1 

^  fe  >i    L 

»  * 

^ 
" 

-«-    • 

•^ 

1         1        k       L 

h         1 

i'   4    P 

p      f 

f 

1 

r                 r        .» 

'          1 

F 

I^    1 

1 

b/ 

1 

'         '         1 

1.    —  • 

1' 

1 

« 

1  ^    f 

^m 

S    *        m       P    "        P 

/d   • 

M                 ^                 f     ■.              *         1     _      .          1 

b       k  •        M 

1      •        5        1    -          m 

1            Nf 

1         S       r  • 

p       56   •  .   1 

/     r        U' 

1          »    •        1 

■^ 

m           1 

r    1      1 

f 

'              \j       r            \^ 

0    • 

»        h        ' 

U                 1 

There 

Time 

There 

is  naught  too  hard       to  climb, 

is    heav   -  y,    not        so  sweet, 

is   bliss       in    beau-ty's    eyes, 

mm*                                           a    » 

When  the  heart 
When  the  heart 
When  the  heart 

m          m          m   » 

is  young; 
is    old ; 
is  young; 

R 

•  1     2  • 

m 

m                         P 

1 

W           'm    •          S 

,-?   •     1 

•  1  (7     1 

f 

f         P    *          1 

>i 

k     r     f 

r 

^-        1 

-^  M     r 

b 

1       .          >           ^    .          ^ 

tr?    • 

•«: 

r     ^'     ^'      'J 

Ir?    •       1 

[?     1  ■       »■ 

f               f         f               f 

-B?— 

f/ 

^'      ~1 

1                 1/11/ 

r 

1 
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'==^^ 


t=t: 


lE^ 


;?3 


'^ 


A  spir  -  it  of  de  -  light,  Scat- ters  ros  -  es  in  its  flight, 
From  all  that  smiled  and  shone,  There  is  something  lost  and  gone. 
The   gold  -  en    break  of    '  day    Bring-eth   glad-  ness     in       its   ray, 


§^^^ 


T^=4= 


F=*F=T 


'^- 


-»»- 


i^ 


^^^^ 


=i± 


And  there's  mag-ic         in       the  night,  When   the  heart  is  young. 

And     our  friends  are  few, —  or  none,  When   the  heart  is  old. 

And       our  ev  -  'ry   month      is     May,  When   the  heart  is  young. 

^  .           -         -         ^  /rs  /c^ 


95^ 


t=fi 


;l 


F=^e^E=f"-r-r^i 


Sing  second  verse  slower. 
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Keep  A  Goin'. 


Chas.  M.  Fillmore. 


n        00-L.U.      I' 

Lay  as  in  ijt  ote/. 

J 

#i 

w 

^ 

.    1 

3 

■TT4- 

n      r      '^      r      r  1      N     _i 

y" 

-  •- N- 

^  1 

,  3 

A        k.          iw 

«      0      0      0      «          J      ^ 

~»[ 

^ 

1^      J 

'    i| 

H    ■■  -| 

H-     i»     J  .       J  . 

^ 

'  ,  i        ^ 

*       J 

^     ^     ^     ^     ^    ^    ^        i:    ^ 

■4- 

-*- 

■4- 

-*- 

^- 

1.     If     you  strike  a  thorn  or  rose,    Keep   a 

go  - 

in' 

keep   a 

go- 

in', 

2.    If     the  weather  kills  your  crop,  Keep   a 

go  - 

in' 

keep  a 

go- 

in', 

3.     If     you  seem  to  have  bad  luck,  Keep   a 

go  - 

in', 

keep   a 

go- 

in'. 

4.  When  it  looks  like  all    is     up,    Keep   a 

go  - 

in' 

keep   a 

go- 

in', 

N                               N 

N 

N 

P^.J**     1 

m                           ^ 

4 

il   ■ 

1 

5^ 

ft^     m 

1      *f      «      *f            *r    «      *r 

\          m          ^         1                    Ml 

■TT  .     0 

1      7       r       7        1    7     r        ' 

Z5   - 

/ 

r         / 

\ 

7           1 

Ht 

LJ 1' J — -^ 

-1^ 

-J- 

.1 

# 

^ 

IS            k                          IS          <^          - 

ft      fc.      ^ 

r      1*^      1^      r      P        K    _i 

J         1^       ^     _i      J        1^    I 

M             M             M             m             J        •?         _i           ^ 

^       ^         1      *^      ^      J    J 

J — i- 

_t — ? — ? — ? — ^— -^^ — ^— 

Va — ?      ^ — i     A     t   \ 

H          ^          ^             #             # —J            :S                ^          ^       ^^       — S            >          ^          ^ g       -■ 

If       it  rains    or       if       it  snows,  Keep   a     go  -  in',  keep   a     go  -  in'; 

If  you  turn  -  ble  from  the  top.  Keep  a  go  -  in',  keep  a  go  -  in'; 
You  can  win  if  you  have  pluck,  Keep  a  go  -  in',  keep  a  go  -  in'; 
Drain  the  sweetness  from  life's  cup.  Keep  a     go  -  in',  keep   a     go  -  in'; 

N                             N                      ^                           ^ 

Cl"tt 

'^                                 ^ 

*^                        '^          1 

^•ff      m        *f 

1       •f       »       n        i«r««? 

1      *f      ••?;•?! 

^  ^     r       7 

7        f         1              ~     1         ~ 

If'      \      1     \ 

[i 1 

LJ L J L 

LJ u J J 

tt       c        K 

N 

N 

N 

\ 

1 

IS           n_ 

N 

^      N    ^ 

g     ■   S       J>- 

J 

_  J_ 

J 

^ 

J 

_r    S. 

N        ^ 

*(■— ■  iij   -  :d  -  _  1 

■"     J      ^1 

•         -,         -;         T         -1           •         -' 

T       \                   '      hj      1 

^       ^ 

J 

• 

J 

bi  J 

"■ 

Ij^         ^ 

*        '.     ^Z     I 

fl^ 

f 

0        •        0     ' 

■  4  ■  ■     4          » 

4» 

'J 

» 

H-j 

? 

'Taint  no   use 

to 

sit 

and  whine 

'Cause  the  fish  aint 

on   your  line, 

S' pose  you  haint 

got 

nar 

-  y 

dime, 

Git  -tin'  broke  aint 

an    -   y  crime. 

'Taint  no   use 

to 

pull 

your  hair. 

Makes  it  worse   to 

cuss  and  swear. 

See     the  wild  birds 

on 

the 

wing, 

Hear    the  bells  that 

gai  -  ly  ring, 

m 

<7\ 

m 

^ 

f^             i? 

l__ 
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-1- \-         \y-  A 

#— ^[^ 
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1— 

^5 

-b 
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1 
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0 

f 
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1/ 

^ 

1 

1 

r                r 

#       1*^        K 

»-    h    1^    h 

L 

■ff  1  J        -I 

-fcr  4 

r 

■"  W      4 

J       r 

iv    r* 

rp   1 

■t 

:__r    ^ 

_i_^_^    i    i    J. 

_#__^_ 

-^ — «- 

— ^ — 

-i--\ 
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;;-    ^ 

^      ^- 

J:    ^ 

-*- 

^ 

Bait  your  hook  and  keep  on  tryin'. 

Keep   a 

go  -  in' , 

keep   a 

go  - 

in'. 

Tell  the  world  you're  feeling  prime 

,Keep   a 

go  -  in', 

keep   a 

go  - 

in'. 

Peg  a  -  way  and  you'll  get  there 

Keep   a 

go  -in'. 

keep  a 

go  - 

■  in'. 

When  you  feel  like  sing  -  in',  sing. 

Keep   a 

go  -  in'. 

keep   a 

go  - 

m,. 

/TS 

K 

N 

Hfi— ^ 
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gopyrif  ht,  1897,  by  Chas.  M.  Fillmore.     Used  by  per. 
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Keep  A  Goin'. 

Refrain.     (Without  pause.)     Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


ffi=^=^:^ 


$EE3 


^^ 


^¥^=^ 


n 


^ 


Keep    a       go  -  in',  and      a     go  -  in',  and      a     go   -  in', (and  a  go-in',) 

^      ^      ^      ^  4t.  ^  ^  ^ 


^Ej: 


V— V*- 


IE^EEE3=S^^=* 


P« 


Keep  a     go -in',  and    a       go  -  in',    and    a      go-  in', (and  a  go-in',") 


t:=^t=l=P=t 


-^ ^ ^ y i^- 


-\^—\J      D      \J—\^ 


Melody  in  First  Tenor. 


:^r= 


3^s 


Keep     a    go  -  in',     and 

'•Mf — y bi hi h/ 


^ 


go  -  in',    and      a    go  -  in',    and     a 

S3f 


J 


¥ 


^3^ 


-■I- b bJ '4-: f-. i^ 


:Js: 


-UJ K 1 


m 


go -in', Keep  a      go  -  in',    and     a      go  -  in',  and    a    go   -   in'. 

n\      ^  K        \- ■  I 


atznt 


:pt=:tSc=tc 
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1.  Round. 


What  are  the  AVild  Waves  Saying? 

Chas.  M.  Fillmorb. 


-•— 


fci 


i 


What  are  the  wild  waves  saying?  What  are  the  wild  waves  saying  ?  Do 
2.  3. 


-#— 


#-^— # — #- 


■»— 


f^i^ 


-*-?- 


you    not  know?     Do    you    not  know?     Brother,  the  tide  is     ris-ing! 
L  4. 


i 


^?=i-i^ 


i 


H 


0-^ 


h:=t 


#-^i^.- 


Higher  and  high'r  its  ris-ing!  Sa-loons  must  go!     Saloons  must     go  I 
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The  Twin  Ballots, 


H.  S.  Taylor. 

Solo.    Moderato.     Cres.  e  accel. 


J.  B.Hebbbrt. 


m 


^ 


:^± 


1.  A  -  long   in    November, when  chill  was  the  weather, Two  bal-lots  were 

2.  The  Sunday-school  man —  no  man  could  be  tru  -  er.  Kept  busy  all  sum- 

3.  The  Sunday-school  man     had  al-ways  been  no  -  ted  For  fight-ing    sa- 

4.  The  fox-  y    old  brewer  was  cheerful  and  mellow;  Said  he,    "I     ad- 


^T 


tt* 


P^ 


m 


A  tempo. 


Dim. 


^ 


^^ 


cast  in     a      box        to-geth- er,  Two  ballots  were  cast  in    to-geth-er; 
mer        denouncing  the  brew-er.  All  summer  denouncing  the  brewer; 


loons. 


except  when  he   vot-  ed  ;  For  temp 'ranee,  except  when  he  voted ; 
that  Sunday-school  fellow;  I  ad-mire  that  Sunday-school  fellow ; 


^ 


-#--- 


£ 


m 


^- 


Cres.e  accel. 


They    nestled    up    close,     like   brother    to  brother.  You  couldn't  tell 
But  his  fervor  cooled  off  with  the  change  of  the  weather,  And    late  in    the 
He  piled  up  his  pray'rs  with  a  ho  -  ly  per-fec-tion,  And  knocked  them  all 
He's   true  to   his  Church,  to  his  par-  ty  he's  tru  -  er;    He   talks  for  the 


^ 


p: 


S: 


r 


P 


ifes 


-^ 


1 

A  tempo.         Hit. 


one  of  the  votes  from  the  other,  You  couldn't  tell  one  from  the  oth-er. 
autumn  they  vot- ed  to-geth-er.  In  autumn  they  vot- ed  to-geth-er. 
down  on  the  day  of  e  -  lec-tion.  But  knocked  them  all  down  at  election. 
I/ord,  but  he  votes  for  the  brewer,  He  votes  ev-'ry  time  for  the  brew-er.'' 


m 


«: 


^ 


I 
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The  Twin  Ballots. 


f  Chorus. 
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They  were  both  rum  votes,  And  sanctioned  the  license  plan;  But  one  was  cast  by  a 


-\j     J     u—T,      1/ 


/7^    Spoken  by  a  single  voice 


Hit. 


N-r-1^: 


■-K ft H a-s— » 1-" 1^="-+ 


jol-  ly   old  brewer,        And  one  by  a       One  by     a  Sunday-school  man. 
Sunday-school  man. 
_      _       _     II  N 


^ 


Lj        u        fj      lj        m  •  m 
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Good-night  Ladies, 


W^^^=f=^^^ 


If    w 


-V—^- 


1.  Good-night,  la-dies!  Good-night,  la-dies  I     Good-night,  la-dies  I  We're 

2.  Fare-well,    la  -  dies  1     Fare  -  well,  la-dies !      Fare  -well,     la-dies  1  We're 

3.  Sweet  dreams,  ladies!  Sweet  dreams,  la-dies!  Sweet  dreams,  ladies!  We 're 


Vm^ 


^ 


SE 


g^=:8^±p 
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Chorus. 
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going  to  leave  you    now. 

N 1^ 


:^ 


\^-\- 


Mer  -  ri-ly      we  roll  a-long,  roll  a -long, 

^    h     N 
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Repeat  pp 


— u^ w< • L^ P-U IJi-i^ ^ ^ ^U—U—\ .•- h 1 - 


Zi    Zi    i^      \^      ^ 
roll    a-long,  Mer  -  ri-ly      w^e  roll  a-long,    0-ver  the  dark  blue  sea. 

S    ^     .N      ,^      N 


Rt— (• ^ ("-ST 


-b— ^ 


^=S= 


-«^-« — #- 


-^- 


(185) 


IzzdzzHziz::^: 
p— # — # — #- 


S| 


187 


Quit  It  Brother  Quit  It. 


Palmeb  Haetsough. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 
-0      ^_      .^— # 


J.H, 

0- 


FlLLMOBE. 


=^=^=5=5= 


^^-^ 


1        -^  ■" ' ^— "tr-t tr-U 

_   When  you  find  you're  doing  wrong,  Quit   it,  broth-er, 

2.  Do  you   let  your   tem-per  rise?  Quit   it,  broth-er, 

3.  Are  you  holding  some  old  grudge?  Quit  it,  broth-er, 

4.  Tight  and  stin  -  gy  is  your  bent,  Quit  it,  broth-er, 


quit 
quit 
quit 
quit 


it; 

it; 

it; 
it; 


^ 


^=W- 


-0 \ — 
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kzi^zb 
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Fink. 
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£3£ 


-#!_•. 


?^ 


*=|c 


^t=s: 


t=t=*: 


^ 


-?=2 


E  -  vil  grows  so  fast  and  strong.  Quit  it,  broth-er,  quit  it; 

Rage  and  fu-ry   are    not  wise,  Quit  it,  broth-er,  quit  it; 

All  3^ur  pleasure  it  will  smudge.  Quit  it,  broth-er,  quit  it; 

Don*t  be  pinohing  ev  -  'ry  cent,  Quit  it,  broth-er,  quit  it; 


teE 


i±E 


£ 


*=*=:^ 


t=t 


iz:« 


tr-ji-^- 


m 


-t^— + 


■rr 


i 


J.zz^4 


FS 


^^^E^ 


.;^ aL 


Lit  -  tie  wrongs  we  do    to  -  day,  Tho'  they  seem  like    i   -    die    play, 

Nev-er  let  the     an  -  gry  word  From  your  parted     lips     be  heard, 

Go    and  find  him  and  make  up,  Pass      a-  gain  the  friend  -  ly     cup, 

Love  of  mon-  ey      is      the  root  Whence  all  oth-  er    sins    out  -  put. 


E^^fe^.^^r^fee 


i 


%f- 


— \ — 

do  they 
and  go 
of  the 
al  -  ways 


Hab-its  form,  and  soon  we  find  Strong  as  i  -ron 
Think  before  you  strike  the  blow.  Cool  off,  brother, 
Love  makes  sweetest  joys  to  start.  Hate's  the  cank-er 
Mis-ers  starve,  as  might    a      rat,  I/ib  -    'ral  souls  are 


bind, 
slow, 
heart, 
fat. 


=^ 


f^^ 


B.C. 


^ 


«-* 


'^m 


\ 


^E^ 


fz 


m\ 


'0-0- 


-V=^ 


1  IT  ^ 

Don't  stay  in    it,    quit  it,  quit  it.    Just  this  minute,  quit  it,  quit  it. 

I  N      N      N         K      N       N      N 


:^=qt=^ 


:?trtz^t=3( 


y-^ 


^J     b  Xi^   — f-^- 


NoTE.— Sing  as  many  verses  as  you  like.    Verses  of  local  interest  mpy  be  added. 
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188 


Mrs.  a.  L.  Davison. 


Lovely  River. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOKB. 


-  ■  *  ■  -9—,- # 1 r — 0 — i F — 0-i s f-— H — ^ — 0 V3 H 


1.  Rip-pie  on;      O  laughing  riv-er,  Flowing  tow 'rd  the  distant  sea; 

2.  On  thy  banks  the  willows  quiv-er,  Whisp'ring  ten-der-ly  and  low; 


Rip-pie 
Birds  and 


on,      and  on  for-ev-er,         Sun  and  shad  -  ow  o  -  ver  thee, 
bees     sing  on  for-ev-er,     Where  thy  shin  -  ing  wa-  ters  flow. 


EEf 


^^^ 


-0 — 0 — 0 0- 


^-t 


i 


ifcz^: 


H^ 


'{?  •<" 


:5^ 


Fair  art 
Blessings 


^   N  I       I 


-f^ 


t:- 


-^— ^H-f 


^^ 


v-b- 


^ 


SS& 


t 

thou,      O  happy   riv  -  e;;,    'Mid  thy  banks   of  bud  and  bloom, 
on      thee,  lovely  riv  -  er.    Fair,  so  won-drous  fair  to    see; 


.t^_t^ 


£ 


tr-p-r 


f 


:^=|e=|t=t 


dz* 


;y^d=i=F^=t:«^«^ 


iEE 


^^- 


i 


'£ 


Rippling  on 
Flowing  on 


and  on  for- 
and  on  for- 


#— #— 


I 


■  ev-  er,    Thro'  the  glow  -  ing  and  the  gloom, 
ev-  er,    Tow'rd  thy  home,  the  far-off  sea. 


;ebee 


^w=^ 


^ 


:f=p: 


:« 


f 


fc=fcit=t 


:^/—>^. 


By  permission. 


•    • 


Quit  It  Brother  Quit  It.     Concluded. 

Are  you  flirting  with  the  girls? 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
They  will  beat  you  with  their  curls, 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
As  you  meet  them  day  by  day, 
Treat  them  in  a  manly  way, 
If  you  love  one,  tell  her  so, 
But  this  fooling  does  not  go. 


Are  you  lazy, — tired  born? 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
Then  you  are  a  case  forlorn, 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
Poverty  will  be  your  lot. 
And  in  death  you'll  be  forgot; 
Break  away  from  this  dull  sin, 
Wake  up,  brother  1  work  and  win 


Do  you  lie,  and  steal,  and  swear? 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
Yes,  my  boy,  beware,  beware, 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
Bvery  sin  and  every  crime 
Gets  it  full  reward  sometime ; 
Don't,  by  fools,  be  further  led,— 
Prison  walls  stand  just  ahead. 


8  Are  ydu  singing  all  this  song? 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
Don't  you  see  its  getting  long? 

Quit  it,  brother,  quit  it; 
There's  a  time  for  everything. 
Time  to  stop  as  well  as  sing. 
People  want  to  go  to  bed. 
And  they're  wishing  you  were  dead. 
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189         Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep. 

J .  p.  Knight.    Arr.  by  H.  F. 
Bass  Solo. 


::;:#=|=^=^ 


3^:3: 


l=^=S: 


1.  Rocked  in      the   era  -  die       of      the  deep,  (of  the  deep,)      I    lay    me 

2.  And     such    the  trust  that  still  were  mine, (still  were  mine,)  Tho'  stormy 


-j^-^ 


^     ^ 


=» 


^=^ 


:^«- 


^=^=^=^ 


-S— 


down  (I       lay      me  down)  in    peace   to  sleep,  (in     peace    to   sleep,)   Se- 
winds  (tho'  storm  -  y  winds)  swept  o'er  the  brine, (swept  o'er  the  brine,)    Or 

•f        ,S        N        N        ^     •< 

-0-         -^         -€■        i 


^ 


^  J^  J^  i 


^ 


e 


P 


tttt ^ — p 


-t — — - 


t=i=t=i 


cure,  (se-cure,)  I    rest  up  -  on  the  wave, (up  -  on  the  wave,)  For  Thou,  O 
tho'    (or   the')  the  tempest's  fier-y  breath  (the  fier-y  breath)  Roused  me  from 

NK  _  '       -0-      -0-      -0-      -0-        L 


--f=f^ 


^^ 


v—\ — y- 


rorThou,0  Lord, 
Roused  me  from  sleep 


hast  pow'r  to    save, 
to  wreck  and  death. 


I    know 
I'm    safe 

S       N 


:^=:N=N: 


£3^3 


Lord, .  .  hast  pow'r  to  save, 
sleep. .  .    to  wreck  and  death. 

7  -^.^.  .fc  I  ^  ^  ^   \. 


I  know 
In      o 


Thou  wilt  not 
cean  cave  still 


SE 


^     >   ^^ 


%-=?=^ 


IS 

■tr~^ 

^   ^    ,^   ! 

-= — « — « — « — « — r^ 

1 N K . 

•r      «l      ^      •r       — 

Jfl 

slight  my  ca 
safe  with  Th 

m  •       ^ 

11,  (not  slight  my  call,)  For  T 
ee,  (still  safe  with  Thee,)The 

c ^ — ^ 1 

hou(For  Thou)dost  mark  the  sparrow's 
germ(The  germ)of  ira  -  mor-tal   -   i- 

r: — b — y 

_^^H ft— 

-^-^ «— ## — ^ — t^^-P—A 

>^    H 

-t tl- 

^ — V  \  i^   ^ — H 
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Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep. 

Chorus. 


— r\ 1^ r^ 1 -|- 


"m 


I 

fall,  (the  sparrow's  fall,)                                                                      my     sleep, 
ty.     (mor-tal  -  i  -  ty.)  And  calm  and  peaceful   is    my  sleep, 

f        1^      ^       1^      I  X  J.       ^• 

^ — ^—J — ; — J — J— .-^-r w — ^_^;|--?L_g^ 


y— ^ y- 


m 


"N    ^  =1" 


liE^l 


m 


Rocked  in  the  era  -  die  of  the  deep,  (of  the  deep,)  And  calm  and  peaceful  is  my 


r=^ 


F^^ 


-^— p- 


i^    V 


i 


l=s: 


M 


J?-*- 


■^ 


^ 


I 


my        sleep,                                                              the  deep,  the  deep, 
sleep,  my        sleep,    Rocked  in  the  cra-dle  of  the  deep 


P^a^ 


t 


■•-7- 


Rit.  ad  lib. 


-n-^- 


e 


-#_^. 


r- 


1/ 


190 

C.  M.  Fillmore. 


Prohibition  is  Right. 


Fawcett. 


m 


a=fc 


h — f^\ — ? 


:S 


M 


1.  Pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion,    pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion,  pro  -  hi  -  bi  -  tion      is  right, 

2.  It         is    ask  -  ing,      it      is    ask  -  ing,     it      is     ask  -  ing   your  vote, 

3.  It         is   wor-thy,      it      is    wor-thy,    it      is     wor-thy      of    help, 

^-■-^ 1 j^=^^=pg ^— 


-y- 


V— tfc 


-©>- 


^^ES: 


i: 


i 


r 


II 


is     right,  Pro-   hi  -  bi  -  tion,  pro-  hi  -  bi    -tion        is     right.  . 

your   vote.  It  is     ask  -  ing,  it       is    ask   -  ing  your   vote,    J 

of    help,  It  is     wor  -  thy,  it       is    wor  -  thy       of    help.  ■ 

■^■^  A  ^A  .  ^_       ^       ^  ^  -^        JSL 


^ 


1 


^^ 


-15^ 


4  Nothing  better  is  known. 

5  It  is  growing  each  day. 
Coty right,  1900.  by  Fillmore  Broi. 


I 

6  It  is  certain  to  win. 

7  It  will  triumph  some  day. 
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191 


Words  Adapted. 

Solo  or  Unison. 


Jus'  Keep  On  Keepin'  On. 

Chas.  M.  Fillmore. 


m 


ku 


-4— Pi--P — Fi— P — 


rrr^ 


1.  When  things  look  kinder  gloomy,  An'  your  chances  mighty  slim,    The 

2.  No    fum  -  in'  ev  -  er  won    a  fight,  No   fret-tin'  ev  -  er  pays;  There 

3.  If  straight-out  pro-  hi  -  bi  -  tion  You  have  vot-ed   ma-ny  years,  Don't 

4.  If     Dem  -o  -  crats,  Re-pub-li-cans,  Or    So  -  cial-ists  should  win,  It 


^m 


t=^ 


I        I— r- 


-p:t: 


^c^ 


• — * — « — * — * — • — • — »—^^^^^»—ni—i — f-j},-!?^-*^ 


H'  

sit  -  u  -  a -tion  puzzlin',  An'  the   prospects  aw-ful  grim; 

ain't  no  good  in  broodin, '  In  these  pes  -  si  -  mis-tic  ways ; 

be    dis-couraged  now  an'  quit  Be-cause   of   fool- ish  fears; 

does  not  change  the  truth  of  God,  That  li-cense  is       a  sin; 


Per- 

Jus' 

Your 

Keep 


9te^ 


fe^-fc£::=g: 


^^ 


fe^S 


^^ 


i. 


• « « « S 1-0 — • — « — • — F— F—  F— «- 


plex -i-ties  keep  pressing  hard,  Till  hope   is   near-ly      gone,  Jus' 

smile  on  bright  and  cheerfully  .IjWhen  hope  is  near-ly     gone,  Jus' 

votes  have  not  been  thrown  away,Tho'  you  have  not  yet  won,  Jus' 

on      the   ar  -naor  of  the  lK>rd,  Stand  firm  when  all  is    done,  Jus' 


^m 


,,— J- 


bris  -  tie    up    an' grit  your  teeth.  An' keep    on     keep  -  in'    on. 


WX: 


t^ 


w 


Chorus.    Presto. 


2: 


i5=C55^ 


«? 


-F-N — * 


^£ 


^E^ 


Jus '  keep  on  keep-m '  on , 
Chorus  8rd  and  4th  verses. 

Jus'  keep  on  vot  -  in'  on, 

."^   ^   ^  >  .r-2?- 


on,    Jus' 


:r=:^: 


;_j_,=^^_^ 

,=^^-^^ 


Jus'  keep  on  keep-in' 

Jus'  keep  on  vot  -  in'   on,    Jus' 

r  ^  ^^  ,^  nsr^. 


-4—>t—<i- 
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Jus'  Keep  On  Keepin'  On, 


m 


tel 


J 


?: 


iE$=l 


f 


bris-tle    up  and  grit  your  teeth,  An'  keep  on  keepin'on.  (keep  on.)  Jus' 
bris- tie    up  and  grit  your  teeth,  An'  keep  on  vot-in'  on.  (keep  on.)  Jus' 


m-&=^=^i>=^ 


n 


M^^^^^^^^ 


w 


teg 


— f^ 1^ rt n         '  I — ^^"li^ 

y — ^ — I? — y — ^^^^^rr""*' 


^ 


keep  on  keep -in' 
keep  on  vot  -  in' 


on, 
on, 


• 
Jus'  keep  on  keep -in'   on.    Jus' 
Jus'  keep  on  vot  -  in'   on.    Jus' 


^^_-=:^=^F^^=^^^ 


^ 


^i 


:|fc?=f=z|i=:nc3jc 


^ 


'-P^ 


-4 \/- 


bris-tle   up    an' grit  your  teeth,  An' keep  on  keep-in'  on.  (keep  on.) 
bris  -  tie   up    an'  grit  your  teeth,  An'  keep  on  vot  -  in'   on.  (keep  on.) 


f=r: 


i^ 


fci 


%—j^r-A~t- 


S 


:<=r: 


)p—^—\—t 


f- 


^ 


192 


The  Legalized  Saloon. 


Chas.  M,  Fillmokk. 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


^^^^piE^a 


irq: 


--^ 


1.  O   the  sin    and  des  -  o  -  la-tion,      O  the  vice 

2.  O  the  woes,  do-mes-tic,  civ- il,        O  the  mul 

3.  O  the  discords  and    dis-sensions,     O  the  quar 


^m, 


and  deg  -ra  -  dation, 
-  ti-tude  of  e  -  vil, 
-rels  and  contentions, 


:t=t 


:£ 


£ 


»=&= 


^)t^=^r 


'^^- 


hi  -  hi- Hon,     I  will  vote 


Cho. — I  will  vote  for  pro 


:it^- 


^^ 


lES: 


for  pro  -  hi  '  bi-tion, 


j^^-f 


^S=i=i=t^ 


-#•    . 

legal-ized  sa-loon. 

legal-ized  sa-loon. 

legal-ized  sa-loon. 


O  the  want  and  de-pri-va-tion.  From  the  le-gal, 
O  the  mischief  of  the  dev  -  il,  From  the  le-gal, 
O  the  ru  -  in-ous    in-ventions,  From  the  le-gal, 


I  will  vote  for  pro  -  hi-  bi-tion 
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193 


Molly  and  the  Baby. 


H.  S.  Taylor. 

Deliberately. 


May  be  sung  in  F. 


J.  B.  Hebbest. 


::::£* 


-»-^-^- 


-#-=- 


1.  There's  a     pa  -  tieut    lit  -  tie     wo  -  man   here   be-low,  (here  be -low,) 

2.  You    may  tell     the     liq  -  uor     sel  -  ler      not    to  crow,  (not  to  crow,) 

3.  You    may  tell     the     pol   -    i   -   tic-ians    they  may  go,  (they  may  go, ) 


m 


^^3: 


I 


TT 


And      a    lit   -   tie     kid    that  ought  to    have      a  show;  (have  a  show;) 

He      will  nev  -  er    get       a      nick -el      from  me  now;  (from  me  now;) 

I      am    in       for    pro  -  hi   -   bi-tion,    head     and  toe;  (head  and  toe;) 


I 


^^^eS 


^i=w 


t=^ — M 


W^ 


V#- 


I 

Now  I'll  give  the  whis-ky  up,    And  I'll  take     a   cof  -  fee  cup     With 

He  may  keep  his  poisoned  trash,  And  I'll  put      a-way    my  cash   For 

For  at  last  I've  turned  my  coat,  And  I'll  cast  atemp'rance  vote   For 

O  yes!  Hum. 


pa; 


■^==^. 


-  M                                            Hall.  rr^=- 

ik      m        ^        m                              h.           . 

Chorus. 

1^ 

A  little  faster. 

U  tt    1        f      1        P      «        .          1^        ^ 

, 

»          ^ 

\           m        \i        \J        \          \i        m        PA             K 

-m-\    m-m- 

m         m  '      i. 

r      ^      ^      \^      w      •  •    r #  •      J^ 

\7n    1    r 

1             5  •       F 

C'                   ^      ^            h^      * 

h^.  1  r 

1                  •               Tj 

Mol-ly    and  the  ba-by,  don't  you   know!   Don't  you  know,  don't  you 
Hum 

Ci*#       P                                                         m 

•     J 

— P     Jj 

^        r       ic 

t^'fT      J        •?        ^                  ^                    m 

'  m 

^--^ 

M              M^     ■ 

L>^  "      «        7        J^                 .v                   f 

1  • 

^&—, 

LJ-^-#-J 

Lj — ;.  #  ■ 

i 


i^± 


i^ 


^EEiEi=S; 


-y— y- 


V-y- 


know  what  a   fellow  ought  to  do, When  he's  got  a     lit-  tie  fam  -  'ly    de- 


Hzm-I       I— Jz=:t 
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Molly  and  the  Baby, 

^     N     -     .        1^     N 


^^ 


^— N- 


t: 


5 


N -=K--^^--rK- 


^: 


V— 1^ 


— # 0- — #- 


m 


peud-ing  on  him  so?     He  should  try  to  be      a  man,  and    to    do    the 

si  >       fc    i*^ 


^=4 


'^5=3=J 


t=:t 


:i± 


•-i — # — #- 


U                 N              ^ 

r   ?">   ■     •  ^'     ■     " 

dim.          pp 

.,»  jff — -j #=-ft f 

-t-t f-   S  'i'-  e-t^-i-t 

r*  1     r  •    r    *     11 

HI— J--5-r — p- 

-r    »    .— ^    S  8  •  [^  --g^fe 

t^-^5-h— -1 

! 

best  he  can  For  J 

i                                   '^ 

!<>      [^       ^      ^       l^                             "^ 
kiol-  ly  and  the  ba-by,  don't    you 

know. 

don't  you  know. 

--^^=F^^ 

^=^=^i^^=^^=^ 

^  •     -*=^ 

194 


The  Blue  Man's  Song. 


Con  dolore. 


*   * 


3 


^5 


=1= 


£^ 


:it=^ 


■|*=t=T= 


:t: 


1.  It's  when    a  man    is    feel  -  ing  blue,    So     it        is   oft  -  en     said, 

2.  You  should  have  seen  my  nice  moustache,  I     had    the  oth-er      day, 

3.  To    pay  for  things  is    ver   -y     nice.  When  one  has  cash  to    proffer, 

4.  When  I  was  young  I  went    to  work  And  made  an  hon  -  est   penny, 


% 


0— 


^d-t 


He  has      a     dis     po-*si  -  tion      to        Go  out  and  paint  things  red. 
But  the  glue  was  bad  and  the  wind  was  high,  And  so       it   blew     a  -  way. 
But  one  can't  well  cough  up  the   price  With  noth-ing    in      his  coffer. 
But    I    went  in    -  to    pol    -    i  -  tics    And   now      I    have  -  n't  any. 


»^8t^E 


Heav  -  y,  heav  -  y 


-Is— 1- 


my  heart.  Filled  am     I     with    sor    -   row 


i^z^: 


-^=^ 


-r 1- 


z^- 


'^=W- 


r^ 


— -' N- 


?=?= 


;^Mj 


Not 


a  cent  have     1 

I 
It 


to  spend,    And      I     can    not    bor  -  row. 

+     ■  ..I 
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Geo.  p.  Root. 

/  Allegretto  animato. 


The  Wanderer, 


ZOLLNEB. 


1 


'^^^^^ 


^^ 


^t-^ 


1.  A  home  have   I      in  dis- tant  land,  Of  all  the  homes  on  earth  that  stand, 

2.  So     out     am    I    the  world   to  see;  From  place  to  place  I  wan  der  free, 

3.  Who  would  not  wish  like  me  to  roam,  And  for  a- while  from  toil  and  home 


f: 


Allin  Unison. 


V — L^. J — t-.. 


^      it' 


m 


y  ^ 


i 


S# 


I 


t!^^ 


the  dear  -  est. 
a  ro  -  ver. 
es  -  cap   -    ing. 

I 


But  who      at 

No  shade    of 

A  -  way      to 


home  could 
care      or 
rove    o'er 


N         N         N 


^ — ' — ^^=:# — "-y y ~ — ^Ly ^ y —  - — l# # # # -• 


the   dear   -   est.     But  who   at  home  could  rest  al-way,  But  who   could 

a    rov     -      er.     No  shade  of  care    or   grief  have  I,     No     care     or 
es  -   cap   -  ing.   A  -  way    to  rove  o'er  land  and  sea,  A  -   way    o'er 


^^^^^^^^^^m. 


-^ 


rest  al-way.  And  in  one  place  for-ev  -  er  stay.  Nor  from  his  vil-lage 
grief  have  I ;  All  day  I  sing,  but  nev  -  er  sigh,  As  o'er  the  mead  or 
land  and  sea, New  sights  and  peoples  strange  to  see, To  taste  the  sweets  of 

^    4^ ^^-K-,- 


9izn:f-C=rz^^^ 


T"'-:-rf-rc"-: 


r-'-r- 


a.. 


pp. 


:fe 


ev  -  er  stray, To  wan-der,  wan  -  der, 
mountain  high  I  wan-der,  wan-der, 
lib   -   er  -  ty,  And  wan-der,     wan  -  der, 


wan 
wan 
wan 


'^^^^ 


V — 


9^ 


.^-X 


ff. 


S  PP-0- 
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•^— H- 


an  -  der,  To  wander, 
(194) 


wander, 


f-^t^^ 


The  Wanderer. 


Ores.  *  ii    . 


Cres. 


ff. 


i 


•#— y- 


f-7- 


der,  to  wan  -  der,  to  wan  -  der. 
der,  I  wan  -  der,  I  wan  -  der 
der,  and  wan  -  der,  and  wan  -  der. 


i 


0—f^ 


^#4-^- 


iit=:L^a=t 


t5=iip5: 


^ 


»    7  7      ^f—ry—^-0—^0 ^^ "-^ — ?i:^_[:__^. 


H 


wander,         wander,       to      wan-der, 


196  May  He  Live  Long. 

Unison.    Spirited. 


Mm 


Unknown . 


-A— 1 


To  him  this  song,  may  he  live  long;  To  him  this  song,  may  he  live 


m^ 


« 


long ;  To  him  this  song,  may  he   live  long ; 

To  him  this  song,  may  he  live 

.    N   N   ^ 


¥ 


y 


tt 


-l-.. 


±-,- 


^ 


:^S 


:^=ti: 


._^_ 


.  . .  .      May  he     live  long,  may  he    live  long,  May     he      live    long, 
long; 


"l^rV- 


^ 


I 
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197 


Bury  Him  Deeply  Down. 


H.  S.  Tatlor. 
Bass  Solo. 


J.  B.  Herbebt, 


m^^ 


■0—0- 


v—^—Y 


list 


^ 


1.  A    cru-el  old  king  from   a  cas-tle  strong,  Has  reigned  in  the  world  for 

2.  This  tyrant  has  ruled  with  an  i-ron  hand,  Has  robbed  and  destroyed  in 

3.  The  widow  and  orphan  have  felt  his  stroke,  The  strong  and  the  brave  have 

—I s= 


^^- 


m 


§ 


-^- 


r=E--=i 


£ 


lT-4: 


:^^K 


?4=^ 


^ 


^t 


t=t: 


a  -  ges  long;  He  has  marched  in  wrath  thro'  the  frightened  years,  And 
ev  -  'ry  land ;  He  has  pierced  old  age  with  a  poisoned  thrust,  And 
worn  his  yoke;  He  has  poured  from  bottomless  springs  of    hate       A 


I 


f=3 


::^:. 


i-tt—i 


i 


££fcE 


Rit. 


^--N— N- 


t=f. 


^-- 


P-     f     0- 


f?=^ 


^— ^ 


>^--y— y— [ 


V—^- 


laughed  at  human-i-ty*s  pit-  i  -  ful  tears.  But  well  bury  him  deeply  down. 

trampled  the  glo-ry  of  youth  in  the  dust,  But  we'll  bury  him  deeply  down. 

curse  on  the  home,  on  the  church  and  state,  But  we'll  bury  him  deeply  down. 


z1=1^jztj=z=j 


:]=:^ 


-^ 


-*  -^. 


^ 


^ 


M- 


Chorus.  Faster. 


M 


— 5=^ |_J i_j 1_J L_ 


^=^y— y— y- 


— -t^ 


:^=i^ 


^-^- 


Bury  him  down,  deeply  down,  This  fierce  old  king  with  his  serpent  crown, 

■0-    •0-    ■0-    -0-.  _       _  .        _^ ^ ^_|  S      I 


He  shall 


X=t 


t=t 


_^_p- 


-0 — 0- 


^ 


:«i=?^: 


=t=g: 


^=^ 


f— y— t^— y- 
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Bury  Him  Deeply  Down, 


::.^ 


:H=|i=|c 


i 


reign  no  more  in  cit  -  y   or  town,  For  we'll  bury  him  deep-ly    down. 


t~ 


-u—^- 


^^q^iNiiL 


M:^^. 


I 
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My  Love's  Own. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor.  Palmer  Habtsough 

S       S     S     S        N     N 


198 

P.  H. 


^S^ 


pp 


■A-^ 


■1/ — W— t^ 


D.C.-l.  Of  all  the  pies  that  the  piemakers  make,  When  the  piemakers  make  their  pie, 
D.C.-2.  Of  all  the  cakes  that  the  cakebakers  bake,When  the  cakebakers  bake  their  cake, 
D.C-S.  Of  all  the  songs  that  the  song  singers  sing,  When  the  song  singers  sing  their  song. 


§S 


There  is  no  pie  that  the  piemakers  make.  Half  so  good  as  my  love's  own 
There  is  no  cake  that  the  cakebakers  bake.  Half  so  good  as  my  love's  own 
There  is  no  song  that  the  song  singers  sing.  Half  so  sweet  as  my  love's  own 


pie. 

cake. 

song. 


^L_^ 


-■^ 


4:— U- 1— L 


u     \>    i^    i^ 

Refrain. 


-rs" 


:^N=N=tN; 


-i^— K 


^—ii—i/- 


K      S      S 


^• 


I  love  the  ap  -  pie  pie,  And  I 
I  love  the  jel  -  ly  cake.  And  I 
I       love  the  ten  -  or     song,      And       I 


love  the  cher  -  ry       pit, 
love  the  light  sponge  cake, 
love  the  treb  -  le       song, 


ife 


^ 


D.  C.  A  tempo. 


1 


And      I      love  the  pump-kin      pie,      And      I  love  the  big      pot 

And      I      love  the  nice  fruit  cake.      And      I  love  the  big  pound 

And      I      love  the  al   -    to     song.      And      I  love  the  big    base 

It.  N       _,N 


■  pie. 
cake, 
song. 


:^ 


-h— K- 


f=^^i 


m^ 


I 


-^ — ^ 


A  suggestion.— Sing  the  third  verse  first,  and  Slower,  and  in  big  VOlCe. 

the  first  verse  last.    [Used  by  permission.]  (197) 
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Merry  Men  Are  We, 


Fbanz  Commer, 


i^l 


-tia:: 


"tih 


f 


:t-t 


1.  With  blue  sky   shin  -  ing  o  -  ver-head,     The  path     of      hfe     we 

2.  Why  should  we  fret     that  oth  -  ers   ride,    Per-haps     old   Care   sits 

3.  No     gild  -  ed    gates    for  us      un -close 

4.  No   light   with   sun -shine  can     compare 

I  I  I  ,<      l"^      ,^ 


For    us    Fame's  trumpet 
No  scent      so    pure     as 


^i^ 


^-& 


■-im 


i 


f^^ 


^: 


!^=!=i 


ISt 


-^=^—0- 


n=^=4- 


I     I     I     I 

stoutly  tread,  And  troll     the     mer  -   ry     glee;  The  crowded  way  we 
by  their  side, And  leaves  us      foot  -  men  free;  For  wealth  brings  sorrow, 
nev-er  blows, But  we'll    con  -  tent  -  ed       be  ;    The  stile-path  ways  of 
morning  air,  And  these  God    gives     us      free;  We  need  no   childish 


A — I — I 

■0 # 0- 


^^ 


^^ 


9-^ 


t=^—\=X 


m 


K==t 


^ 4- 


^ 


■-^^-- 


$—t 


\—t—\ 


-I h 


gai  -  ly  trudge, We  en  -  vy  noneandbear  no  grudge, For  mer  -  ry 
wise  men  say,  And  crown-ed  heads  go  qui  kly  gray, While  mer  -  ry 
life  are  ours,  Here  grow  the  sweetly  blooming  flow'rs.  And  mer-  ry 
paint- ed   toys,    A     light  heart    is     a   well      of     joys.  And  mer- ry 


^.  ,      -\- 1- 1 V 


\ _J_J. 


1 h 
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tP — ?y 

r-tf* 

_  __/v___ 

rf 
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r-z\ 33 

■w      K 

/5;i 
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1 1 

■?■      ^          » 

fy 

0 

•»^ 

^  • 

}0 

1     •    n 

^-       h-         r^ 

r 

1 ' 

:             II 

men 

1 
are 

we,.  .  .  . 

For 

mer     - 

ry 

1        ' 

men 

1 
are 

we. 

men 

are 

we, 

While 

mer     - 

ry 

men 

are 

we. 

men 

are 

we, ...  . 

And 

mer     - 

ry 

men 

are 

we. 

men 

are 

we, ...  . 

And 

/r5 

mer     - 
r   -J. 

ry 

men 

1 ' — 

are 

we. 

1 1 — 
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^ 
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--f^r 
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Not  I  Not  I. 


Palmer  Habtsough. 


J.  H.  FlLLMOKE. 


fc^ 


^- 


:it 


==?t 


-n-f- 


•J        -^        .        • 

1.  Who    the    tempter's  voice  will  heed?  Not  II  Not  II 

2.  Who  would  sell    his  soul     for    gold?  Not  1 1  Not  1 1 

3.  Who  would  be      a    slave     to   drink?  Not  II  Not  II 


Not  II 


Not  II 


i-jL^ 


^ 


TT^-J- 


4-t^ 


-^— 7- 


:^ 


k                K             Is 

N 

1 

j'^ 

!y- 

K        -A-       rs 
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f                     1 

\y      ^ 

i.             !> 

-l"^      J        ^       ^ 

f 

« 

•T      ^ 

n 

V     r          r»          ,"       ^ 

p         1           1 J        1 J 

•      /      -J 

J      7      ^      1 

1"       m 

^          m         r 

r         !^         U'        U' 

n 

L/       <;       1/  ^      ^       ' 

Who      will      do     the     sin  -  ful   deed?  Not 
Wealth  and     spl en-dor     all       un  -  told?  Not 
Who        in     deep  dis-grace  would  sink?  Not 

N        1^         S       ^      l"       d        ••-        ^ 

II 
II 
II 

Not 

Not 
Not 

m .. 

II 
II 
II 

Ci'        m-- 

J          m         F 

1           u         L^        #1 

m              i 
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*-J..       ,* 

F          1           ij 

1     •r 

1    "f 

>*    n 
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^     \j 

\iW^ 
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*     ~     p 

7         •K 
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* 
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L    1 J 

-   1 
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'  1   hj                      ■■ 

■i 

^ 

~ 

P' 

E  -  vil     words  I'll    not 
Countless    millions    can 
Pain    and    pov  -  er  -  ty 
Second  Bass. 

m           « 

receive,       Cunning     lies     I'll    not   be  -  lieve, 
not  buy  Peace  and   com-fort  when  we   die. 
and  woe  Will    the    drunkard  sure  -  ly  know ; 
First  Bass. 

f^*    r     f     p     • 

[/           J          1            i» 

^•i   ^     L*     r     1     p     - 

^         l'           1 

r        P       • 

•^  \i             ^     \j  -\, 

*■          ^ 

^          J 

\d       ij       r 

V                                           ^        \^          \j           \ 

K*       1^      r 

1 

i^ 
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I 


:,=^ 


I  be-lieve?     Not      II     Not       II 

Sell     for   gold?  Not      II     Not      II 
Slave   to  drink?  Not      I!     Not      II     Not     II 


h- 
Not      II     Net    II 

Not   II 


f^ 


4  Who  would  be  a  slave  to  sin? 

Not  I!     Not  I! 
Lose  the  crown  that  I  may  win? 

Not  I!     Not  I! 
No,  in  heaven's  sweet  liberty 
God's  own  freeman  would  I  be; 

Slave  to  sin?    Not  I!     Not  I! 
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5  I  will  make  the  better  choice, — 
Will  I,     Will  I, 
And  with  all  the  good  rejoice, — 

Will  I,     Will  I. 
Mine  shall  be  the  better  part, 
God  shall  have  my  life,  my  heart, 
l^ive  for  Him,     Will  I,     Will  I. 
International  copyrieht. 
(199) 
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Backbone, 


Ml 


J.  H.  I^ILLMORE. 


S — N s — N- 


t=i: 


^ 


-^-j-g- 


* 


1.  When  you  see  a   fel-low  twist-ing, 

2.  When  a  wi  -  ly  pol  -  i  -  ti  -  cian, 
3    Ma    ny  vo  -  ters  of  this  na-tion, 


To  the  tempter  al-ways  list'ning, 
Just  to  hold  his  fat  po  -  si  -  tion. 
At  the  par  -  ty-boss'  die  -  ta  -  tion, 


:^^ 


t=t 


i^iS 


8-S- 


mi 


-4 !- 


£3 — J — J^ 


^-^ 


i     U     J    U-^ 


fefe 


-K — ^- 


->s — N K— N- 


w^^^'--  ^,u=m 


f— ^- 


9-r 
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Nev  -  er    a  -  ny  wrong  resist  -  ing,         Un  -  to    ev  -  'ry   e   -    vil  prone  ; 
Or      to  bet  -  ter  his    con-di  -  tion,         A    -   ny    e   -    vil  will    con-done , 
Vote  their  public  ap  -  pro-ba  -  tion.        What  in  pri  •  vate  they  dis  -  own ; 


J J-^i 


i 


m 


j    J    J 


^ 


ist  or  2d  Bass. 


9JJ::^j==A^_^-jZ^^ 


f^^^ 


I/— V 


Lay    it    not    to  lack     of    breed-ing.  That  he   nev  -  er     is     suc-ceed-ing ; 
Tho' ,  no  doubt,  he  will  de  -  ny     it.       And  in    face    of  facts   de  -  fy    it, 
Oh,    for  men  of  man  -  ly    bear-ing.     Men  for  taunts  and  bribes  not  caring. 


¥=P^ 


T=tJLi^ 


t=t 
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^=^=^^=^ 


■r--»  i.'s  i 


m^ 


:4=i 
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4=* 


I      I      I 


-1^—^ 


r=^ 


^  ^^  ^''  I J  J  ^=^=^=^ 


"1=^  '  ' 
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-f^-0- 


The  one  thing  that  he      is     needing.       Is  a  good,  straight,  stiff  backbone. 
Words  and  acts  do  not    be  -  lie      it —       He    is     lack-ing     in     backbone. 
Men  in  righteous  pro  -  jects  dar  -  ing.       Men  of  good,  straight,  stiff  backbone. 


^=:^i=i^^^^^^^^^ 


^^^ 
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Backbone. 
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f  OHOitUS. 


-^-^ 


li^^-K 
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feti 
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^ 


Stand  erect!  be  firm  and  steady, (^rm  and  steadyJThrow  your  moral  shoulders  back! 


m 


-?-«■ 


i^-A- 


.     1^    I       I 


^.i: 


V— >- 


-# 0 0 0- 


m. 


-K — N— H- 


-^-i^- 


-^-^- 


t^E^ 


^=5= 


For  it  is  backbone,  bone, For  it  is  backbone, bone, Good, straight,  stiff  backbone, 


^ 


#— ^ 


:S 


i 


i^^^s 
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1  1  r*^ 

H— y— i^-n= i=_TL_| , — Cjl — f , ^.  .L_ 


-?-i^ 


F'^or  it  is  backbone, bone, For  it  is  backbone, bone  That  men  most  sadly  lack 


3^ 
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^ 
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The  Fatherland. 


Methfessel. 


m 


^^iS^ 


^- 


4=*i 


J 


1.  O  sing  with  voic-es  clear  and  strong,  The  song  of  songs  up-rais  -  ing; 

2.  Thou  great  and  glorious  fatherland.  Thou  land  of  truth  and  beau-ty ; 

3.  With  thee  for  aye  we  cast  our  parts.  To  home  and  virtue   tru    -    ly; 

-N-H 1- 


i=- 
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^^ 
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^^ 
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^-s- 


jw^ww^ 
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Our  own,  our  fa-ther's  na-tive  song,  Set  woodland  echoes  prais  - 
Thou  dear,  thou  well  be-lov-ed  land.  Thy  praise  is  joy  and  du  - 
We    ded   -  i-cate  our  hands  and  hearts,  And  soul  and  spir-it  new   - 


mg. 

ty. 
ly. 


As-A 
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Get  a  Transfer. 


Words  written  and  arr.  by  C.  M.  P. 
Solo.    Deliberately. 


1 


Chas.  M.  Pillmoee. 
Quartet.    QuicMy. 


^^^^^^m 


■*-»- 


t: 


1.  If    you  are    ou  the  Gloomy  Line, Get  a   transfer,     get  a    transfer. 

2.  If    you  are   on  the  Worry  Train, Get  a   transfer,     get  a    transfer. 

3.  If    you  are  on  the  Grouchy  Track, Get  a  transfer,     get  a    transfer. 

i====4===|:fct==z=t==l==pt:=t:==:f=t:=Pt=t 


^p^^E^E^^E^j: 


ifczfc 


5^5^ 


-5/—^ 


Solo. 


Quartet. 


i^^^^i^^ifepr^^^^ 


If  you're  inclined  to  fret  and  pine,  Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 
You  must  not  stay  there  and  complain, Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 
Just  take  a    Hap- py  Special  back,  Get  a   transfer,     get    a  transfer. 


pi^^M^M^ 


J=C:=0==t 


^ 


5; 


■c*— >> 


t^ 


i^r^^^p^^ 


;S^J^ 


Get  off  the  track  of  Doubt  and  Gloom ,  Get  on  the  Sunshine 
The  Cheer-  ful  cars  are  pass  -  ing  thro'.  And  there  is  lots  of 
Jump  on      the    train   and   pull    the  rope    That  lands  you     at       the 


^ 


i 


^ 


Chorus. 


i^^^^ 


^^ 


l^?=?^E 


Iyine,there's  room,  Get  a  transfer, 
room  for  you,  Get  a  transfer, 
station,  Hope,  Get  a  transfer. 


5«^^^=§^; 


r 

get  a    transfer.  Get     on    the  cheerful 
get   a    transfer.  (Cho.  4th,  5th  and  6th  verses.) 
get   a    transfer.  Get     on    the  pro  -  hi- 


U^^ 


f- 


^ 
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^—^- 
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2= V L_y y y ^. 
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Sun-shine  lyine, Where  folks 
bi    -    tion  L/ine, Where  folks 


*=^^=^ 


don't  grum-ble,     kick    or  whine;  The 
don't  grum-ble,     kick    or  whine;  The 


J 


1 


-t^ 
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Get  a  Transfer. 
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rid  -  ing,    it      is  might  -  y   fine,  Get  a   trans-fer,     Get  a    transfer, 
rid  -  ing,    it      is       ex  -   tra  fine,  Pro-hi  -  bi  -  tion!     Pro-hi  -  bi  -  tion! 


-^  -^     ♦- 
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m 


Solomon  Grundy. 

Allegretto,    mf  Encore  Song. 


J.  B.  Herbiet. 


5^t 


t 


■w  w w -mr 


«-- b^- 


Sol  -  o-mon  Grundy,     Born  on  Mon-day, Christened  on  Tues-day, 


* 


*_J 


;:r=3: 
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Mar-ried  on  Wednesday,  111 

^     ^     s     1 


on  Thursday, Worse      on   Fri  -  day, 


ii 


m'p 


-N^-l N- 
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Sat-ur  -  day, 


t=$- 


on     Sat  -  ur  -  day,      dead!     dead! 


dead! 


-^-^A 
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This    is  the  end,  the  end,  the  end  of    Sol 


w=w=^ 


mon  Grun  -  dy. 
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Get  a  Transfer 

4  Say  I  you  old  Mossback  Democrat  I 
Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 

You  can  not  tell  just  where  you're  at ; 

Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 
Your  party  train  is  just  a  freight, 
Side-tracked,  and  always  running  late. 

Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 

5  You  G.  O.  P.  Republican, 
Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 

A  goody-goody  Party  man. 
Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 


"I ^  _ 

Concluded. 

You  carry  such  a  load  of  rum, 
Your  party  train  is  on  the  bun^. 

Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 
6  You  visionary  Socialist, 

Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 
Your  road  is  just  a  turn  and  twist, 

Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer 
You're  headed  for  an  open  switch, 
That  soon  will  land  you  in  the  ditch, 

Get  a  transfer,  get  a  transfer. 
(203) 
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Bibles  and  Beer. 


Ida  M.  Budd. 

Duet  and  Chorus. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOKE. 


1.  O  -   ver     the     sea      in    their     ig  -  nor  -  ant     blind   -   ness, 

2.  Bi  -  bles     to    teach  them  the     way      of      sal  -  'va      -     tion, 

3.  O       the     dis- grace    of       it,        O      the     sad        pit     -      yl 


-r-^-r-^- 


-4- 


1 

- — 



1 LJ   [^     r       r       f       r       f 

P           f           P   ' 

A 

J 

r       r       r 

r 

-  1  * 

1  *i 

'  ^      i*       L               k      "•       ■        '-       '         - 

J  ' 

W                          W    ' 

•■, 

^  " 

m 

^      L^      ^      '^      L^ 

Dwell    the    poor   heath  -  en 
L/ift    -   ing    them    up     from 
Pray,  Chris -tian     vot  -  ers, 

1 

1         J       1 
•       ^       1/ 

'mid    dark -ness 
the    mire    and 
has     this    your 

and 
the 
con  - 

night, 
clay ;. 
sent?. 

m 

.   • 

c\»    1,        J                                    « 

"  1  r     '■ 

*f 

•f 

^ 

_^_E_^ 

-^  W           \                                    1 

7 

_t? 1 \ 

J 

* 

iN^^ 


We 
Beer 


in      the   homeland  with  broth  -  er 
to       ef  -  feet  their   de  -  mor  -  al 


Then  tell     me   why,     in   town,  vil  -  lage    and 


kind 
za 
cit 


r^^r 


ness, 
tion. 


§5^^ 


-f-^-f-?- 


ffi 


Solo. 


^-g-^- 


#r= 


;/     -^     '     'i^     t;  y     ^      ■ 

Reach  out  with  longing  to  send  them  the  light. 
Sink-  ing  them  deeper  and  deep-er  each  day. 
You    are  not  working  this  shame  to  pre-  vent. 


So      o'er   the 
What  must  they 
Why     do     you 


--i=hi 


^S 


¥ 


i^ 


m 


'^^^ 


Glad-ly      to  bear  them  the 
Hope  from  above  and  de- 
Pledged,  as  you  know,  to  this 


o  -  cean  our  good  ships  are  speed-ing, 
think  of  us,  giving  them  dou  -  ble,- 
work,  vote  and  shout  with  the  par-ties. 


m>L 
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Bibles  and  Beer. 


M±: 


(^1 


Duet. 


0^ — ^^^z^zz~^ 


tid  -  ings  of  cheer ; , 
spair  from  be-  neath? 
le   -   gal-ized   sin?  .  .  . 


^^ 


-P^-0- 


j  '^  ^  ' 
But  side  by  side  with  the  word  of  God, 
Fill  -  ing  the  beckon  -  ing  hands  that  en- 
Think  of  a  Christian  land  send-ing    to 

I J 


Itt 


53^ 


w 


:^=rsF 


t-^ 


^^ 


think  of    it  I 
treat  us   with 
heathen  lands 

A 


Trav  -  els  its  foe — our  A  -  mer  -  i  -  can  beer . . 
Bread  of  life  mingled  with  wa  -  ter  of  death. 
Beer     to    be  sold,  with  a    Bi  -  ble  thrown  in ! . . 


•-^ 


^ 


f-?-f-^ 


:t=t 


\ W- 


Chorus.     Vigorously. 


-0 — 0- 


h— ^- 


£=^=^F-F=?>"-"^=l?=«f 


5!  tf  1/  '^  " 


3^3£Ef 


.^_^^_ 


t^ 


Bi-bles  and  beer  I  what  a  strange  com-bi-na-tion  !  Who  ev  -  er  heard 


-h— N- 


:f<-^- 


i^—U- 


:st=g=^ 


S^—9- 


0-'—0—  0 — k,^, 


^-\r-\-^ 


m 


^=F^- 


S^iEE^ 


W 


:*= 


■0-     -0^     -0-         F 


b    b    u     i'     ' 

of    the   like      in      ere  - 


s;  u 


^ 


a   -  tion?     Must  -  n't  the    heath- en     con- 

I         1         ^      ^     N      N      1^      N 


w 


■#-- — •- 


m 


>    /CN     /rs 


?=f 


-^— ^ 


EEPi±" 


-N— ^ 


tl^t 


:^=t^t:^ 


^^§ 


^ 


1^  "      •      ^      •    1^ 

sid  -  er     us   queer,     Send-ing  them  cargoes   of     Bibles  and  beer? 

^     N s 

^ — F — i — #=#=#- 

ts 0- F. H h h- 


s^ 


?^-^—0- 


?=^ 


N  J^       N 


# — #- 


:*=f 


L-J UF 
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Anon. 


Smile,  Don't  Knock. 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


mmm 


flif^l 


1.  Smile,  smile,  smile, smile,  Smile  and  the  world  smiles  with  jou;  Knock,  knock,knock,knock, 

2.  Hustle!  hustle!  hustle!  hustle!  Hustle  and  fortune  awaits  jou,  Shirk!  shirk!  shirk!  shirk! 

3.  Sing,  sing,  sing,  sing.  Sing  and  the  world  is  harmonious,Grumble, grumble,  grumble,grumble, 


^felS 


EES 


I 


A r 


tzn^ 


^33; 


I  ^"^  ».         K        I'     "   I  K        N        I 


4=5^5: 


Knock  and    you     go     it 
Shirk   and     de  -  feat 
Grum  -  ble    and     things 


a  -  lone; 
is  sure! 
go     wrong, 


For   the  cheer-  ful  grin     Will 
For         there's  no  chance  For  de- 
For  all      the    time     You're 


^ 


m 


¥^^- 


-^^ 


■^--^- 


^ — h h^ 


§tel=s 


let  you  in,  The  cheerful  grin  Will  let  you  in,  Where  the  "kicker"  is  nev- 
liv-  er-ance,  For  there's  no  chance  For  deliverance,  For  the  fel-  low  who  can't 
out  of  rhyme, For  all  the  time  You're  out  of  rhyme,With  the  bus-y,        hust- 


m 


-^— ^ 


^-- 


N    N 


^^^^^^^s 


er    known.  Where  the  "kicker"  is    nev  -  er     known.  Growl,growl,growl,growl, 
en  -  dure.      For   the   fel  -  low  who  can't  en  -  dure.         Sigh,  sigh,  sigh,  sigh, 
ling  throng,  With  the  bus  -  y,       hust  -  ling   throng.     Kick,  kick,  kick,  kick, 


^-^:3^- 


-S- 


■^— -i 


m 


^ 


j-^ 


■f   f   f-   f-  Rr,  ^iv    I 
'•    U    V 


£=?z:M±±^±^= 


y  '•  'u/  '^^"^  ^ 
Growl  and  the  way  looks  drear  -  y;  Laugh,  laugh,  laugh,  laugh,  Laugh  and  the 
Sigh  and  you  "rake  in"  noth-  ing;  Work,  work,  work,  work.  Work  and  the 
Kick  and  there's  trouble  a  -  brew-ing;  Whistle,whistle,ffhistle,whistle,  Whis-tle   and 

-     .    1     •  ii         s 


^ 


:i^=^=^ 


§1^ 


^^=$-=^- 


■m 


t: 


-1/    I'    tr 
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Smile,  Don*t  Knock, 


^a^ 


^ 


-0 #- 


:t=h:-i 


path      is     bright;    For   a   wel-come  smile  Brings  sunshine  the  while,  And  a 
prize      is     won;       For  the  ner  -   vy  man  With  back  -    bone     can,     By 
life         is     gay;       The       world's   in  tune  Like     a     day     in     June,  And  the 

J. — -4 _T 


1*=^ 


*± 


^m 


t^st 


W 


fes 


■i?— SS-? 


— ^ 


frown  shuts  out  the 
noth-  ing  be  out  - 
clouds  all  melt     a  - 


^^ 


#-# 


light,      For  a     welcome  smile  Brings  sunshine  the  while, 
done.      For  the  ner  -  vy  man  With   back  -   bone  can, 
way.       The      world's   in  tune  Like     a     day     in    June, 

^-•--^^^ 


©^ 


-P— 7- 


i 


tei3 


Bit, 


m 


3^^SEs3SE 


And  a  frown  shuts  out    the 
By  noth  -  ing   be      out 

And  the  clouds  all  melt     a 


>--h^ 


light, 
done, 
way, 


F^T-i K — ^M — I ^ — -I \-i — I, .-1 


And   a  frown  shuts  out    the    light. 
By  noth  -  ing   be      out  -  done. 

And  the  clouds  all  melt     a  -   way. 


Si 

I  -I 
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Hastings. 
Slowly. 


Serenade, 


Arranged 


1.  Sleep,  0      sleep,  While  breezes  so  soft-ly  are  blow-ing;  Sleep,     0     sleep,  While 

2.  Sleep,  0      sleep.  While  angele  are  watching  beside  thee;  Sleep,     0     sleep,   May 


m—M — M J 


9-^ 


rfr-f 


-^^ a^ 


£^ 


?±EI=:EE?^=Ef 


•h^h 


"-IJ     U     U     1/     U     J 


0-i-0 — # 


|±3 


S 


:£=?: 
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^ 


#_!_^ 


|r-i^ 


-#-=- 


streamlets  so  gent-ly      are  flow  -  ing;  Sleep,  0 
bless-ings  for  -  ev-  er    be  -  tide  thee;  Sleep,  0 


3!zaz>zg^j; 


:*at 


Sleep,  0        sleep. 
Sleep,  0        sleep. 


sleep. 
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A  Little  Farm  Well  Tilled. 


IsT  Voice. 


Pantomime  as  the  words  suggest. 


Arranged. 


N— N— N— N 


4^ 


p—^—p^—ft 


■y— y- 


^-#-# 


:i«: 


r:p=P=^ 


^^tzi^ 


-■N— N- 


^zi^iit-^: 


y—  — 


A  little  farm  well  tilled,  A  little  cot  well  filled,  A   little  wife  well 
Fine.     2nd  Voice. 


^Igggg^y^gg^p^ 


N— A— N 


:tii: 


mi^AJ-J-g^^ 


willed,  give  me,  give  me!  A  larger  farm  well  tilled,  A  bigger  house  well  filled, 

Fink.  3d  Voice. 


H^^g^^T^^J^^g^g^ 


■Jtl^ 


-^-r,- 


A  taller  wife  well  willed,  give  me,  give  me  I      I  like  a  farm  well  tilled, 

FiNB. 


\-^^v^. 

-ft^^^^—^L- 

^ fL^- 

f^i-^ 

^^^ 

:>^-L^-^-A-T-^ 

-    9]t-l 

■V   t^-i^   y 

bt '^iJ 

•     #— • 

r— 

-^— ^ 

-*      1 

I  like  a  house  well  filled,  But  no  wife  at   all,    give  me,  give     me  I 


i» 


^2=^: 


A   short  wife, 


a  short     wife, 


a   short  wife,  a 


m 


^^ 


ij^ 


3= 


-N— K- 


A     tall   wife, 


^m 


-+ 


a     tall      wife,  a    tall  wife. 


-^^ 


U^  ! 


-t^— 


No  wife  at  all,  give  me,  give  me;  No    wife  at 


Kte 


m 


-^ — y- 


-#— 7-(ft 


#-^-^ 


short   wife,  give  me,    give   me. 


A   short   wife, 


m 


^=^ 


^j 


■±-±=5-^- 


^-- 


tall     wife,  give  me,    give    me. 


A    tall      wife, 


^^^ 


f-7- 


f^^ 


r^^izp: 


all,      give         me,     give    me  I 
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No  wife  at  all,  no 


A  Little  Farm  Well  Tilled. 


Af.er  repeat,  D.  C  ,  singing  together  in  harmony,  ending  at  Fine. 


lis 
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:^-t^ 


ta 


X — »/— »= 
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# — 0- 


-V—V- 


^—n-f- 


I 


ii 


A  short  wife,  a  short  wife,  a  short  wife, give  me, give  me  I 


N==:i: 


i2=t 


.^^ 


-^     ^    i^- 


-# — #- 


tall      wife , 


A   tall  wife,  a  tall  wife,  give  me,  give  me  I 


m^^=-^ 


V— h 


-r— =^- 


# — 0- 


-\/—^- 


-^^ 


v=^=^ 


wife  at  all  give  me,  give  me,        No  wife  at    all   give       me,  give  me  ! 
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Stars  of  the  Summer  Night. 


Henrt  W.  Longfellow. 

f  Andante  moderato.     Dolce. 


I.  B.  Woodbury. 


:^=£ 


-*i-«-«- 


fe^^ 


r 

1.  stars       of      the    sum  -  mer  night,     Far        in    yon      az  -  ure  deeps, 

2.  Moon      of      the   sum  -  mer  night.     Far   down  yon   west  -  ern  steeps, 

A ^- 


m 


:>;i^ 


i^' 


-•— ^ 


A=i=^ 


^— .s=«= 


-/&- 


-0 0- 


=i-- 


j^i— ^-: 


i^ 


-r f — ^ 

Hide,    hide   your   gold-  en  light.  She  sleeps,  my   la  -    dy   sleeps; 
Sink,     sink      in    gold  -  en   light,  She   sleeps,  my   la   -   dy   sleeps; 


m 


S=s- 


#— r 0- 


i=? 


Rail,    p 


P^ 


-0--. 0- 


She       sleeps,       she       sleeps,        She   sleeps,    my     la  -  dy     sleeps. 
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ig^^: 
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-^-— 


(209) 


210 

4ij 


Spirited, 


m 


Wf 


A  Bachelor  Song, 

J ^— H— r^r 


Sullivan.    Arr. 


wm 


s 


^^^^ 


^-^r— ^-p 


r 

1.  We  are    a      lot     of       jo  -  vial   bach -e-lors,     By  scolding  wives  we'll 

2.  No  mother-in-law's  re-proofs  are    said    to   us,    We    nev  -  er   see    a 

J     J     J 


m 


^^- 


S-'  K >v— 


S 


-y- 


-^^f- 


it=::^ 


V— y- 


#-2 — # — #-| — 0- 
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$5il=i,V|^ 
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-j— y— N— N 


^^ 


:p^=if!^ 


H=^ 
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^--^ij^r^rr 


s 


nev- er  be   be  -  rat  -  ed.    Un-hap-pi-ness  to    us      a   stran-ger  is, 
bill   for  mil-lin  -  er    -    y,      No  cur-tain  lec-tures  e'er  are  read  to  us, 


^^-7^- 


I         N      s 


t 


-"Th 


$-^ 


v—t^ 


i  I 


LALJ^UU. 


#-g#T-^»        »I     ^0- 


v—\ 


p—^ 


^ 


^S^EP3| 


P^ 


For  we  have  pleas-ure  un-a-dul  -  ter  -a  -  ted. 
For  which  we're  ver-y,  ver-y  thankful,  ver  -  y. 


fe^^E^^S 


a 


A  -  way,         a- 
A  -  way,         a- 


£3=1: 


^_t^ — P— ?- 


way  with  wrinkled  care  and  mis-er-y ,        A  -  way. 


a  -   way     with 


fcr-t^ 


tffe^^ 


l> 


^g^-^^^^ 


rzrrr-tg 


I  I ' 

care  and  strife,  and  a  -  ny  life    But  that  of     a   jol  -  ly     bach-e  -  lor, 


^ 


^ 


f 


f*^ 


From  ''Fogel's  Male  Quartet  and  Chorus  Book."     By  permission. 

(210) 


A  Bachelor  Song. 


^=t 


I 

bach-e-lor,   Of  a   jol  -  ly   bach-e  -  lor,      A    jol- ly  bach  -  e  -  lor. 
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Fanny  Crosby. 


Music  in  the  Air. 

Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


De.  Gbo.  F.  Root. 


1.  There's  niu-sic     in     the     air,     When  the  in-  fant  morn  is    nigh, 

2.  There's  mu-sic     in     the     air,     When  the  noon-tide's  sultry  beam 

3.  There's  mu-sic     in     the     air,     When  the  twilight's  gen-tle  sigh 

4— 


i^^ 


'^^^J^^Ef^S 


:f=t: 


rs: 


:s*- 


I        I 
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t?=t 


-^=f^^$3§EM: 


■i=.t 


i^t 


t==f^ 


g^ 


And  faint  its  blush  is       seen      On  the  bright  and  laughing  sky  ; 
Re  -  fleets  a   gold -en      light,    On  the   distant  mount-ain  stream: 
Is      lost  on  even-ing's  breast,  As     its   pen-sive  beau-ties     die ; 


?^f=B 


§fSlE^ 


S^E 


:t=it=t 


N=N=P=^: 


I       I 


fc^ 


fc 


^#^ 


:^=t: 


Many  a  harp's  ex  -  tat  -  ic  sound,  With  its  thrill  of  joy  profound. 
When  beneath  some  grateful  shade,  Sor-row's  ach-ing  head  is  laid. 
Then,  O  then,  the  loved  ones  gone,  Wake  the  pure  ce  -  les-tial  song, 


^^. 


gSF=F=r 


t=^t 


tEEEEES: 


>=1c 


^='=r 


I  I 


p^ 


j=^=MbM 
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Repeat  pp 
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fcz^ 
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While  we  list   en-chant-ed  there,  To  the  mu  -  sic     in    the    air. 

Sweet-ly      to    the  spir  -  it  there  Comes  the  mu-sic  in    the    air. 

An- gel   voic  -  es  greet  us  there,    In  the  mu  -  sic     in    the    air. 

4- 


^EE 


saaf 
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The  Three  Bumble  Bees. 


1st  and  2d  Tenor.  Unison. 


H.  Truhn.    Arr.  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


I 


fea=^ 


^-y- 


:tr=t^ 
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1.  There  were  three  buzzing  bum-ble  bees,  three  buzzing  bum-ble  bees; 

2.  There  were  three  buzzing  bum-ble  bees,  three  buzzing  bum-ble  bees ; 


S^ 


1st  and  3d  Bass,  Unison, 
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They  swept  the  gar-den     all   the    day  With  their  zoom,  zoom,  etc. 
They  swept  the  gar-den     all   the   day  With  their  zoom,  zoom,  etc. 


^M 


-^ — 


^. 


zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  etc 
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m 
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^©^ 


1.  And   ev  -  'ry  flow 'r  they  set  -  tied   in  Just  shook  its 

2.  They  sang  and  buzzed  till  night  came  on,  And  ev'ning 
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zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  etc. 
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sides  to  hear  the  merry  din,  And 
breezes  quivered  chill  and  lone, But 

all  the  leaves  the  gar-den  round, Kept 
to      the  last  the  gar-den  round, Kept 
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The  Three  Bumble  Bees. 
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zoom,  etc. 

And     all     the  leaves   the 
But      to     the     last      the 

C\*    I-.   1       1               1                P           i» 

r 

)•!    V     \i         ^'J                     W                     1   J                 IJ 

L"       1* 

« 

« 

1*            ^            ^            «v 

-^  \i  \y  ^      ^      \j     i> 

r,                        1     : 

?  p 

u 

\y 

^ 

-|^          [^          t^          u 

laughing  at  the  funny  sound, Zoom,  zoom. 

zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  zoom,  zoom. 
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garden  round,  Kept  laughing  at  the  sound,  Kept  laughing  at  the  sound. 
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zoom,zoom,zoom,zoom,zoom,zoom,zoom,zoom,zoom.  Kept  laughing  at  the  sound. 
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A  Yell* 


O.  L.  FOGEL. 
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Yea!  yea!  yea! 

i.    I.    I. 


k'  i/  / 

Hoo-ray!    hoo-ray!    hoo-ray! 
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The  Scar-let   and 
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Gray   will   win       to  -  day,     And  that's  why   we      say,     hoo  -  ray! 


^E^ 


£=f=f^l 
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*This  music  may  be  used  for  any  school  or  social  yell. 
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Don't  Worry  and  Fret. 


Palmek  Habtsough. 


Melody  in  First  Bass. 


J.  H.  FiLLMOEE. 


m 


t-ji- 


3l=* 


ft* 


1.  Don't  wor  -   ry     and    fret      as     you     jour  -    ney   a  -  long,         But 

2.  Don't  wor  -   ry     and   fret  when  you're  rough-ly  held     up,       Don't 

3.  Our      life         is      at     best    like      a       run      with     a      car.         We 


U 


^^^ 


■-N , 


^ 


bright  -  en  life's  path  -  way  with  mirth  and  with  song ;  Vex- 
make  a  wry  face  when  so  bit  -  ter  the  cup,  Our 
meet      now  and     then     with        a      jolt        and      a        jar;       But 


^ 


70- f0^ ^f- 


-N#— — ^-#- 


^3==- 


--^=-- 


a|=F* 


l=l=f: 


'^■ 
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J 


a  -  tions  like   net  -  ties     and  bri  -  ars  we'll  meet,  Step  light-ly     and 
tri  -  als  are     bless-ings  when  well  un-der  -  stood,  And  mixtures  of 
bouncing  and  bumping    and  spin-ning  a    -  way,     We  mer  -  ri  -    ly 


less  hurt   the  feet,    (the     feet,) 

pa-tience  are  good,  (are     good.)     Don't  wor-ry     and     fret,  then,  don't 

go       all     the   day.  (the      day.) 
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wor  -  ry  and  fret,  But   trip      a-long  lightly    and  sor-rows  for-get 
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-t^--^- 
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Don't  Worry  and  Fret, 


Rit. 
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sun  always  shines  when  the  shadow  is  met, Don't  worry,  don't  worry  and 
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fret,  Don't  fret,for  our  troubles,  tho'  sharp  will  not  last,  And 

No,  don't  worry, 

s    •»     7     •?__"? , .__     +      > 
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clear-er     the  air  when  the  tempest  is  past,  Don't  worry 

and  fret, 


:t=t: 


Don't 
then, 


W 
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wor-ry,  Don't  worry,  don't  fret, 

and  fret,  then,  don't  wor-ry  and  fret,  Don't 


-      ^     ^     K 
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don't  fret;  don't  fret, 

worry,  don't  worry  and  fret,     Don 't  worry, don't  worry  and  fret. 


^^- 
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There  Will  Dawn  a  Golden  Morrow. 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds. 


tfciitS 


Melodii  in  Second  Tenor. 

=P — ^ — i — ^ — :^ 


£ 


J.  H.  Fillmore. 


^^0- 
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I 

1.  There  will  dawn  a     gold  -  en    mor-row,  by     and    by, 

2.  Truth   and  jus  -  tice  will     be     stronger,  by     and    by,  (by    and  by!) 

3.  Kach  will  learn    to  serve  his  neigh-bor,  by    and    by, 


s 


1=t 


-^=^=^ 


i^^p 


::?s: 


Barth  will  wear  a  -  way    her    sor  -  row     by      and  by, 

Men    will  bear  with   sin      no    long  -  er,     by      and  by,     (by  and  by) 

Kind  -  ly  words  will  sweet-en      la    -  bor,  by      and  by. 


9S 


E^^f 


EE 
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|E^ 


We  shall  see     the     glo  -  ry  bright  -  en,    We  shall  feel    the  bur  -  den 
Hosts   of      e    -   vil    will     be    scat-tered,    And  their   i  -  dols   will     be 
Man   to    man   will    be       a     broth  -  er,     Bach  in   hon  -  or  choose  the 


^F|r-5= 


■V-^y- 


-b       D     I  ^ br 
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Chorus. 
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light  -  en,    In     the    gold-en     morn-ing     by         and  by. 

shat  -  tered,  In     the    gold-en     morn-ing     by         and  by.      By    and 

oth    -   er,   In     the    gold-en     morn-ing     by         and  by. 
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By  and  by  I  by  and   by  I  Hearts  will  know  a  sweeter 

by,  by    and  by,  Barth  be  filled  with  heav-en  's 
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There  Will  Dawn  a  Golden  Morrow. 
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sto  -  ry  by  and    by,     by  and  by, 
{Omit 


)    glo  -  ry     by  and  by, 
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by  and  by. 
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Steal  Away. 


^N 


g^=a^Si 


Arr.  by  J.  B.  Hebbeet. 
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Steal        a  -  way,  steal      a 


*4 


way,  Steal      a  -  way      to      Je  -  sus  I 
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Fine. 
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:?^=^ 
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steal      a  -  way,  steal  a- way  home,  I  haint  got     long    to     stay     here. 

^  h   ^N     .      ^  N         .S  N        J^         ^         !  I 
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1.  My      Ivord        calls  me,      Recalls     me     by       thethun-der;  The 

2.  Green  trees  a  -  bend-ing.    Poor  sin  -  ners  stand    a  -  tremb-ling;  The 

3.  My      I/ord         calls  me.      He  calls     me     by       the   light-ning;  The 


fc^ 


^=*^ 


2SJf 


Mi^ 


%J^ 
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trumpet  sounds  it     in  a  -  my  soul,  I   haint  got  long     to    stay  here, 
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217  Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic. 


Julia.  Ward  Howe. 


Anon. 


■  ?  ■  -9-^ — I — I ' 1 1-^ — ^ — d 1 — p-^-l* 1 y — I— 5— !■—»■ 


fc= 


1.  Mine  eyes   have  seen  the  glo  -  ry      of    the    com-ing  of    the  Lord;  He     is 

2.  I  have  seen  Him   in    the  watchfires  of      a    hundred  circling  camps;  They  have 

3.  I  have  read    a    fier  -  y  gos  -  pel     writ  in  burnished  rows  of  steel;  "As    ye 

4.  He  has  sound-ed  forth  the  trum-pet  that  shall  nev  -  er  call  re-treat;    He    is 

5.  In  the  beau  -  ty    of    the  lil  -  ies  Christ  was  born  a-cross  the  sea,  "With    a 


**s 
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trampling  out  the  vintage  where  the  grapes  of  wrath  are  stored;  He  hath  loosed  the 
build-ed  Him     an   al  -  tar  in    the    ev'n-ing  dews  and  damps;    I  can  read  His 
deal  with  my  con-tem-ners,  so  with  you  my  grace  shall  deal."  Let  the  He  -  ro, 
sift  -  ing  out  the  hearts  of  men  be-fore    His  judgment  seat;    0  be  swift,  my 
glo  -  ry    in     His  bo-som   that  trans-fig-ures  you  and  me;      As  He  died    to 


p-p-^-^iz^zrzk: 
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•  ri-ble  swift  sword.  His  truth  is  march-ing  on. 

and  flar-ing  lamps,  His  day    is  march-ing  on. 

pent  with  His  heel,  Since  God  is  march-ing  on. 

-  bi-lant  my  feet!   Our  God  is  march-ing  on. 

to  make  men  free,While  God  is  march-ing  on. 


fate-ful  lightning  of  His  ter  • 
righteous  sentence  by  the  dim 
born  of  woman,  crush  the  ser- 
soul,  to  an-swer  Him,  be  ju 
make  men  ho  -  ly,  let    us  die 


^^ 


I 
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Chorus. 
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Glo  -  ry!  glo-ry!  hal  -  le  -  lu 


jah!      Glo  -  ry!  glo  -  ry!  hal-le  -  in 


iah! 


^ 


Glo  -  ry!    glo  -  ry!  hal  -  le 


lu    -    jah!    His   truth    is    march-ing      on. 

A c t,- I \- 


^ 


d: 


1 


^=^^r¥^=^ 


(218) 


H 1  ■  I- 


218       Let  the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning, 


p.  p.  B. 


Melody  in  Second  Tenor. 


P  P.  Bliss. 


1.  Brightly  beams  our  Father's  mercy  From  His  lighthouse  ev-er  -  more, 

2.  Dark  the  night   of  sin   has  set-tied,  Loud  the  an  -  gry  bil-lows  roar; 

3.  Trim  your  fee-ble  lamp  my  brother;  Some  poor  sailor,  tempest-tossed, 


j=^—— rt-#-= — 0-rP— # — • — 0 — r* — ^— ^— — •-T-*-: r>v — i 
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Fine. 


But  to  us  He  gives  the  keeping  Of  the  lights  a-long  the  shore. 
Ba-ger  eyes  are  watching, longing,  For  the  lights  a-long  the  shore. 
Trying  now  to  make  the  har-bor,     In  the  darkness  may  be     lost. 

— 0- 0—~0-r0 
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D.  S. — Some  poor  fainting ,  struggling  seaman  You  may  rescue,  you  may  save. 


Chorus. 


D.  S. 
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Let    the  low-er  lights  be  bmrning  I  Send  a  gleam  a  -  cross  the  wave 
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219       Can  the  Captain  Count  On  You  ? 

Tune  217 :   "Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic." 

A  conflict  now  is  raging  'gainst  the  hosts  of  sin  and  night, 
The  captain  of  salvation  leads  the  bannered  hosts  of  light, 
The  victory  is  certain  for  the  cause  of  truth  and  right, 
Can  the  Captain  count  on  you? 

Chorus. — II  :Glory,  glory,  hallelujah  I :  || 

Can  the  Captain  count  on  you? 

The  hosts  of  sin  have  gathered  and  the  battle  may  be  long, 
But  right  must  ever  triumph  in  its  struggle  with  the  wrong ; 
The  day  will  surely  come  when  you  will  sing  the  victor's  song, 
Can  the  Captain  count  on  you? 

The  triumph  day  will  surely  come  when  every  knee  shall  bow, 
The  Captain  there  a  crown  will  place  upon  each  victor's  brow; 
To-day  the  Captain  calls  to  arms,  what  will  you  answer  now? 
Can  the  Captain  count  on  you? 

—George  C.  Webstbb. 
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Oscar  W.  Riley 


Loyal  to  Jesus. 

Tune  :  "Marching  Through  Georgia.** 
Melody  in  Second  I'enor. 


i^SgES^=l=^i 


Henet  C.  Woek. 
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1.  With  hearts  a-tune  to  sing  God's  praise  we  gather  in  His  name, With 

2.  To    win  our  neighbors  to  the  Christ, our  school  will  ever  stand,  To 

3.  So      in   our  Master's  name  to   you  our  friends  we  now  appeal.  To 

4.  Then  by     and   by   we     one  and  all, when  life  on  earth  is  done,  Will 


Wi. 


^k^=^w~^. — f=f=f=-t=i 
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9i^ 


voic  -  es    true  to  speak  His  love  His   glo  -  ry    we     pro-claim.  With 
train    up  souls  in    serv-ice    true,  to      go     at     His  com-mand;  To 
lend      a  willing  heart  and  hand, that  men  to  Christ  may  kneel;  And 
gath  -  er    to     our  home  a-bove     a  -  round  our  Father's  throne;  And 

#  —0 p # » #— T-#— 0 • J- 
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hands  in   serv  -  ice    we      en  -  gage,  and    ev  -  er      to       re-  main, 

con  -  quer  sin    and  save   the  world  and  help    it     firm    to   stand, 

by      the    help    of     God    re  -  main,  with  pa  -  tri  -  ot  -    ic    zeal, 

with    u  -   nit  -  ed    voice  we'll  sing,    in    one    tri  -umph-ant  tone. 
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hands  and  lips     a  -  like^    Let    all    His   prais  -  es    sing, 


D.  S. — hearts  and 


Fine.    Chorus. 
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I/oy  -  al    to  Je-sus     for  -  ev  -  er.       Awake, (awake,)  arise, (arise,)  ye 
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Loy  -  al    to  Je-sus    for 
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soldiers  of  the 


King;  Awake, (awake, )arise, (arise,)  your  loyal  service  bring;  With 
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Tennyson. 

«pp  Slowly. 


Sweet  and  Low. 


Baenby. 
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1.  Sweet   and  low,  sweet  and  low,     Wind  of  the    west    -  ern 

2.  Sleep    and  rest,    sleep  and  rest,     Fa-ther  will  come  to  thee 
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sea; 
soon, 
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I/Ow,    low,     breathe  and  blow,  Wind  of    the     west  -   ern         sea, 
Rest,  rest  on     moth-er's  breast,  Fa-ther  will  come  to  thefe      soon, 

o       <>  1         \   .  -^^.  _ 
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O  -  ver    the        roll    - 
Fa  -  ther    will  come  to 
O        -        -  ver 

Fa        -        -        ther 


3g=^ 


ing  wa     -  ters  go, 

his  babe  in  the  nest, 

the  wa     -  ters  go, 

will  come  to  his  babe. 


Come  from  the 
Sil       -       ver 
Come         the 
Sil       -      ver 


li^iit 
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dy    -   ing     moon      and 
sails     all     out    of     the 


blow.  Blow  him      a   -  gain 
west,    Un  -  der    the      sil    - 


to 
ver 


me, 
moon, 


While  my   lit  -  tie  one,  While  my     pret-ty     one     sleeps. 
Sleep,  my   lit  -  tie  one.  Sleep, my     pret-ty     one,     sleep. 
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INDBX 


Titles  in  Smai.i<  Caps;    First  Lines  in  Roman. 


No. 

A  BACHEI.OR  Song 210 

A  conflict  now  is  raging 219 

A  cruel  old  king  from  a  castle.  197 
A  home  have  I  in  distant  land..  195 
A  L1TT1.E  Farm  Weli.  Tilled.  . .  208 
A  little  stone  goes  rolling  down.   173 

A  Loyal  Gideon  Band 71 

A  Man's  Job 136 

A  Place  in  the  Ranks  for  Me.  24 
A  present  help  my  God  will  be. .   112 

A  Yell 213 

Abide  with  -Me 109 

Able  to  Keep  You  from  Falling  125 

All  Hail  the  Power 101 

All  the  World  for  Jesus 31 

Along  in  November,  when  chill.   185 

Am  I  A  Soldier? 133 

Are  You  Building  on  the 15 

Arise,  My  Soul 10 

Arm  for  the  battle!     Soldiers  of    90 

As  Goes  America 75 

At  morning'  hour,  how  sweet  to.     83 

At  the  Beautifui,  Gate 124 

At  the  Polls 179 

Backbone   201 

Bachelor  Song 210 

Banner  of  Beauty 167 

Battle  Hymn  of  the  Republic.  217 
Beautiful  flag  of  the  brave  and. .  167 
Be  Strong,  O  Men!  Be  Strong.     30 

Bibles  and  Beer 205 

Blessed  Are  They 46 

Blessed  Assurance 86 

Blessed  Bible 44 

Blest  Be  THE  Tie 7 

Brave  young  soldier,  see  the  evil.     85 

Bread  of  Life 151 

Break  Thou  the  bread  of  life...  151 
Bright  Breaks  the  Morning.  . .      6 

Bright  Galilee 64 

Bright  hosts  in  worlds  above...     50 

Brightly  beams  our  Father's 218 

Bring  Back  My  Flag 165 

Bringing  in  the  Sheaves 113 

Brother,  does  life  seem  dreary?.  73 
Bury  Him  Deeply  Down 197 

Can  He  Count  On  You? 60 

Can  the  Captain  Count  On.  . .  219 
Cast  Thy  Burden  On  the  Lord    72 

Christian,  Dost  Thou  See 19 

Come  to  Me 27 

Come  Unto  Me 73 


No. 

Courage,  Brother 59 

Crossing  the  Bar 128 

Day  of  Hope,  Day  of  Joy 93 

Day  of  Joy 8 

De  Brewer's  Big  Hosses 177 

Did  You  Think  to  Pray? -26 

Don't  Stop  Praying 20 

Don't  Worry  and  Fret 214 

Doxology  159 

Duke  Street 115 

Ere  you  left  your  room  this 26 

FalI/  in  Line 176 

Father,  Hear  the  Prayer  We.  137 
Fierce  Was  the  Wild  Billow.  .  119 
Fight  the  Fight,  Christian...  122 

Flag  of  Stars 168 

Followers  of  the  Man  of 33 

For  the  Man  of  Galilee 84 

For  the  morning  bright  with. ...       9 

Forward  3 

Forward  We  Go 76 

Get  Another 28 

Get  a  Transfer 203 

Get  Thee  Behind  Me,  Satan..  42 

Give  Heart  and  Hand 107 

Glory  By  and  By 112 

Go  Ye  Forth  to  Seek  the  Lost.  82 

God  Bless  Our  President 160 

God  Doth  His  Own  in  Safety.  22 

God  of  all  pow'r  and  might 160 

God  of  Our  Fathers 166 

Going  Down  the  Valley 102 

Good-night,  Ladies 186 

Hail  the  bright  morning 93 

Happy  the  sons  of  our  land 170 

Hear  the  Trumpet  Call 40 

Hear  the  trumpet  of  God 132 

Hear  our  dear  old  gray-haired..  180 

Hip,  Hip,  Hurrah! 181 

His  Banner  Over  Me  is  Love.  .  80 

Holy,  Holy,  Holy 157 

How  Sweet,  How  Heavenly.  .  . .  129 

How  Sweet  TO  Pray 83 

T  Am  His  and  He  Is  Mine 70 

I  Am  Resolved 153 

T  Am  Thine,  O  Lord  ! 110 

I  Have  Found  the  Fount  of.  . .  45 

I  know  I  love  Thee  better,  Lord.  53 

I  love  thine  ev'ry  hill  and  vale.  .  174 

I  Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord 79 


No. 

1  Love  to  Tei^i.  the  Story 120 

I  W11.L  Live  for  Christ 49 

I  Wile  Vote  for  Home  and 180 

If  a  man's  that  on  the  search. .  .   136 

If  Christ  Should  Come 108 

If  you  are  on  the  Gloomy  Lme.  .  203 
If  you  strike  a  thorn  or  rose.  ..  .  183 
If  you  wish  to  have  your  city. .  .  175 
If  You  Would  Only  See  Jesus.  139 

I'm  Not  Ashamed  of  Him 17 

In  the  battle's  din 60 

In  the  Harvest  Field 21 

Is  there  aught  so  lovely  as  the. .     37 

Italian  Hymn 135 

It  Is  Love 121 

It's  when  a  man  is  feeling  blue. .  194 

Jehovah  Reigns 63 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home 89 

Jesus  came  from  Heav'n  above. .  14 
Jesus,  Friend  and  Only  Saviour  1 
Jesus,  Keep  Me  Near  the  Cross  56 
Jesus  keeps  me,  O  how  precious !     70 

Jesus  Saves 105 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the. . .   115 

Jus'  Keep  On  Keepin'  On 191 

Just  Now 114 

Keep  a  Coin' 183 

Keep  Me  Near  to  Thee 12 

Lead,  Kindly  Light 29 

Lead  Us,  Heavenly  Father 97 

Let  Every  Heart  Ring  True.  . .  116 

Let  the  Lower  Lights 218 

Let  us  fight  the  nation's  foe 179 

Life  Is  a  Battle 61 

Life's  Bright  Sunshine 37 

Lift  a  Song  of  Cheer 4 

List,  O  List  ! 118 

List !  the  trumpet  of  God  is 24 

Lord,  Dismiss  Us 66 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now.    48 

Love  Divine  All  Love 149 

Lovely  River 188 

Loyal  to  Jesus 220 

Make  Me  a  Child  of  the 67 

Make  Some  Other  Heart 16 

March  Boldly  On 126 

Master,  Speak,  Thy  Servant  . .  58 

May  He  Live  Long 196 

Merry  Men  Are  We 199 

Mine  eyes  have  seen 217 

Molly  AND  THE  Baby 193 

More  Love  to  Thee 142 

Morning  Prayer 9 

MusiG  in  The  Air 211 

My  Country,  *Tis  of  Thee 164 

My  Faith 74 

My  Happy  Home. 89 


No. 
My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less.     91 

My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee 52 

My  Love's  Own 198 

My  Native  Land 174 

Native  Land 172 

Nearer,  My  God,  to  TheE 127 

No  Flag  Like  Our  Own 163 

Not  by  My  Vote 162 

Not  I,  Not  1 200 

Now  THE  Day  Is  Over 81 

O  de  brewer's  big  bosses  comin'.  177 
O  Love,  That  Wilt  Not  Let.  .  152 

O  Merry  Goes  the  Time 182 

O  say,  can  you  see  ? 161 

O  Scatter  Seeds 154 

O  sing  with  voices  clear  and....  202 

O  spread  the  tidings  'round 94 

O  so  many  flags  are  waving 163 

O  the  sin  and  desolation 193 

O  Worship  the  King 158 

O'er  heav'nly  plains  the  golden.  35 
Of  all  the  pies  that  the  piemakers  198 

Oft  as  returns  the  Holy  Day 2 

Once  more  hear  the  sweet 114 

On  Christ,  the  Solid  Rock.  ...  91 
Onward,  Christian  Brothers  . .  100 
Onward,  Christian  Soldiers  ...  57 
Onward  we  march,  making  better  169 
Open  The  Windows  of  Heaven.  Ill 

Our  God  Is  Calling 38 

Our  Happy  Land 170 

Out  in  the  wild,  where  sharp  .  .  .  171 
Over  the  sea  in  their  ignorant..  205 

Pleyel's  Hymn 48 

Praise  God  for  the  gospel,  that..     36 

Praise  God,  from  whom  all 159 

Praise  the  Lord,  Ye  Heavens.  .   156 

Praise  Ye  the  Lord 50 

Prohibition  Is  Right 190 

Purer  in  Heart 141 

Quit  it.  Brother,  ,Quit  it 187 

Rejoice  !  Rejoice  ! 14 

Rejoice,  Ye  Nations 134 

Remember  Me,  O  Mighty  One.  148 

Rescue  THE  Perishing 95 

Ripple  on,  O  laughing  river 188 

"Rise,  glorious  Leader,  rise 135 

Rock  of  Ages. 39 

Rock  of  Life,  my  Hope  and  Stay  12 

Rocked  in  the  Cradle  of  the.  • .  189 

Saviour  Divine •  ■  •       5 

Saviour,  Teach  Me 144 

Serenade    207 

Shout  aloud  the  stirring 84 

Silent  Night 145 

Sj.ay  the  Giants 85 


Sleep,  O  sleep ! 

Smile,  Don't  Knock 

Solomon  Grundy 

Something  eor  Jesus  Each  Day 

Something  takes  away  my 

Sowing  in  the  morning 

Speed  Away 

Spirit  Divine 

Stand  Up  eor  Jesus 

Star  Divine 

Star-spangled  Banner 

Stars  of  the  Summer  Night.  . . 

Steal  Away 

Sunset  and  evening  star 

Surrounded  by  unnumbered  foes. 

Sweet  and  Low 

Sweet  Chiming  Bells 

Sweet  Is  the  Work 

Sweet  Saviour  Mine 

Take  Hold  and  Help 

Take  the  Name  of  Jesus  with. 
Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story.  . . 

Tell  Mother  I'll  Be  There 

The  Blessed  Old  Gospel 

The  Blue  Man's  Song 

The  Church  in  the  Wildwood. 

The  Comforter  Has  Come 

The  Church's  One  Foundation 

The  Coming  Snow  Slide 

The  days  are  rapidly  passing  by. 

The  Fatherland 

The  Fight  Is  On 

The  Gate  is  wide,  the  way  is.  . .  . 

The  giant  liquor  traffic 

The  Half  Has  Never  Been 

The  Holy  Day 

The  Kingdom  of  the  Lord 

The  Legalized  Saloon 

The  Lord  Is  in  His  Holy 

The  Nation's  Boys 

The  Saviour  Calls 

The  Star-spangled  Banner.  . . . 
The  stars  that  float  upon  the  blue 

The  Sweet  By  and  By 

The  Son  of  God  Goes  Forth  to. 

The  Three  Bumble  Bees 

The  Trumpet  Call  of  God 

The  Twin  Ballots 

The  Victory  May  Depend  On.  . 

The  Wanderer 

The  Wireless  S.  O.  S 

The  World  Needs  Men  To-day. 

The  Years  Are  Rolling  On 

There  are  lonely  hearts  to  cherish 
There  is  a  time,  a  happy  time.  . . 

There  Stands  a  Rock 

There  were  three  buzzing  bees.  . 
There  will  come  a  day  of  joy  and 


No. 
207 
206 
204 

87 
121 
113 
104 

62 
147 

32 
161 
209 
216 
123 

80 
221 

35 
155 

69 

117 

68 

55 

51 

36 
194 

88 

94 
143 
173 

87 
202 

65 

77 
162 

53 
2 

23 
192 

98 
171 

77 
161 
168 
123 

92 
212 
132- 
185 

96 
195 
118 

41 
130 

25 
103 
106 
212 


No 

There  Will  Dawn 2lt 

There's  a  call  comes  ringing 41 

There's  a  Battle  On 140 

There's  a  church  in  the  valley  by  88 
There's  a  land  that  is  fairer  than  123 
There's  a  patient  little  woman. .  .   193 

There's  music  in  the  air 211 

They  have  taken  away  my  banner  165 
This  life  is  a  battle  of  right  with  61 
Though  sorrow  and  toil  and  care    22 

Though  stars  should  fall 63 

Through  the  land  a  call  is 96 

'Tis  the  Savoiur  Pleading 146 

To  aid  the  cause  of  Christ,  our.  .  107 
To  him  this  song,  may  he  live.  .  196 

To  the  Work 78 

To  Victory 90 

Until  my  sun  sinks  in  the  west. .  17 
Unto  the  Hills  I  Lift  Mine.  . .  138 
Up  and  Be  Doing 43 

Valiant  Men  and  True 13 

Victory  Our  Watchword 169 

Vote  it  Dry 175 


We  Are  a  Band  of  Brothers.  . 
We  are  going  down  the  valley. 

We  are  not  here  to  play 

We  have  enlisted  as  volunteers. 
We  have  heard  a  joyful  sound. 
We  Praise  TheE,  O  God! 


We'll  Vote  for  Prohibition 178 

We're  a  lot  of  jovial 210 

We're  a  loyal  Gideon  Band 71 

We're  in  a  fight 178 

We're  pressing  still  onward 33 

We've  a  pilot  true  and  tried 181 

What  a  Friend  We  Have  in.  . .  47 

What  Are  the  Wild  Waves.  ..  184 

What  Grace,  O  Lord  ! 150 

When  I  was  but  a  little  child.  . .  51 

When  storms  around  are 148 

When  the  day  is  bright 116 

When  the  heart  grows  faint  and.  34 

When  The  Lord  Shall  Call.  . .  103 

When  things  look  kinder  gloomy  191 

When  thy  burden  is  too  great  to.  27 

When  you  find  you're  doing 187 

When  you  see  a  fellow  twisting.  201 

While  The  Days  Are  Going  By.  25 

Who  the  tempter's  voice  will.  ..  .  200 

Wi^h  blue  sky  and  shining 199 

With  hearts  atune  to  sing 220 

Work,  for  the  Night 131 

Work,  Watch,  Pray 34 

Would  you  know  earth's  highest.  16 

Yea.  Yea,  Yea 213 

Yield  Not  to  Temptation 54 

(^24) 
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,  HYMNS  FOR  TODAY  is  a  combination  Kymnal  for  both  Sunday  school  aiid 
Church,  edited  by  J,  H.  Fillmore,  assisted  by  a  number  of  experts  in  hymnology* 

In  other  words  it  is  a  general-purpose  book,  graded  for  Sunday  schools  from 
Junior  age  up,  including  a  complete  collection  of  hymns  and  Scripture  read- 
ings for  the  Sunday  school  and  Church.  Its  aim  is  to  have  the  children  learii 
the  hymns  of  the  Church  as  well  as  the  special  ones  adapted  to  their  ages, 
The  book  contains  Orders  of  Service  for  all  Sunday  school  and  Church  needs, 
and  Special  Day  Services  for  the  Calendar  year. 

The  hymns,  new  and  old,  are  high  class,  modern  and  the  music  sihgable, 
charming,  expressive  of  the  mood  of  the  words. 

Hymna  for  Today  is  the  latest  word  in  Sunday  school  and  Church  music. 
Sample  copies  sent  for  examination. 

Bound  in  fine  cloth,  gold  stamp,  price  $75  per  100  copies,  the  receiver 
paying  freight. 

The  music  is  also  attractively  orchestrated  by  Henry  Fillmqre. 

The  orchestration,  bound  an  cloth,  340  songs,  price  $  1 .50  per  book.  First 
violin,  Second  violin.  Cello,  Bass  (in  one  book);  Flute,  Bb  Clarinet,  First  Cor- 
net, Second  Cornet  (in  one  book);  Trombone  (bass  clef).  Sample  copies 
sent  to  interested  persons  on  approval. 


THE  NEW  PRAISE  HYMNAL  by  Gil- 
bert J;  Ellis  and  J.  H.  FiHmor6,  embmces  ia  its 
contents  as  neiariy  everytKiag  demandicd  as  could 
be  gotten  into  a  book  of  six  hundred  pages. 

The  New  Praise  Hymnal  is  practical  in 

every  way;  everything  ia  it  is  available  for  iise 

in  the  average  congregation.     It  contains  also 

what  is  used  by  the  most  advanced  churches. 

It  is  a  book  that  grows  in  favor  as  it  is  used. 

PRICES, - Vpllum  de  luxe  Cloth,  $100.00 
per  hundred,  not  prepaid. 

Art  Velluro  Gloth^  $  1 1 5.00  per  hundred,  not 
prepaid. 

Full  Morocco,  padded,  silt  edge,  round  cor- 
ners, $2.50  per  copy. 

GLORIA  COLLEGTION.  Hymntunes 
and  gospel  songs  for  use  at  outdoor  meetings  or 
targe  convocations  where  brass  band  support  is 
desirable.  By  J.  H^  Fillmore,  full  band  arrange- 
ment by  Henry  Fillmore  The  instrumentation 
is  so  arranged  that  it  will  accommodate  quartet 
playing  by  various  combinations  of  instrumeuts 
so  as  to  be  available  for  church  Services,  of  any 
kind.  The  prices  of  the  books  are  put  low  be* 
cauiie  of  the  probability  of  large  sales.  The 
vocal  books  are  10  cents  each,  or  at  the  rate  of 
$8  per  100  copies,  not  prepaidj  The  band 
books,  each  instrument,  25  cents. 

SONGS  OF  PRAISE.   ByJ.H.Fillmpre. 

orchestration  by  Henry  Fillmore.      Instrumen- 


tation: Firsf  violin,  second  violin,  viola,  cello, 
bass,  flute,  first  clarinet,  second  clarinet.  £rst 
cornet, secdnd hornet,  horns  (or  altos),  trombone 
(bass  clef)^  trombone,  (treble  clef),  drums,  piano 
or  organ  accompaaiment.      ; 

PRICES  —  dotk,  50  ceirt*  each}  $45.00  p«r  100.  not 
prepaid,  Tagbdard.  30  ceatf  each ;  $25.00  per  100,  not 
prepaid.    Specimen  jngea,  with  orcfaettration,  free. 

Orchettra  Booki ;  Single  book  for  each  uistrament,  75 
centt  each.  Sent  poatpaid.  Piano  accompanintent  Book, 
$1.00    Sent  postpaid. 

JOY  AND  PRAISE.     By  Wm.  J.  Kirk- 

Patrick  and  J.  H.  Fillmore.  Very  popular  with 
Sunday  schools.     Price,  $50.00  per  100  copies. 

COMFORTING  MELODIES.  A  col- 
lection of  songs  for  funeral  and  memorial  ser- 
vices.    By  C.  V.  Strickbnd.    Price,  50  cents. 

GOSPEL  SONGS,  No.  2.  By  Palmer 
Hartshough  and  J.  H.  Fillmore.  256,  pages. 
Cloth,  55  cents;  Muslin,  40  cents. 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL  SONGS,  Nos.  1, 
2  and  3  Combined.  By  Palmer  Hartspugh 
and  J.  H.  Fillmore.  192  pages.  Bound  in  cloth. 
Price  50  cents ;  $5.40  per  doz.,  by  express,  not 
prepaid;  $45.00  per  loo  copies^  by  express. 

SONGS  FOR  SPECIAL  SERVICES. 

Hyn.n-tunes  and  Gospel  song;s  for  revival  and 
special  services.  Price,  10  cents;  $7  per  100, 
not  prepaid. 


FILLMORE  MUSIC  HOUSE.  528  ELM  STREET,  CINCINNATI,  OHIO 
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